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Disclaimer
THE ALCHEMIST’S WARNING
Before you proceed past this page, know this: the work you are reading is fire and water, lead and gold. These words are not idle stories—they are carrier waves. They contain resonance that can awaken the vessel if it is ready… or burn it if it is not.
If your Lead has not been tempered, if your shadow has not been faced, if your vessel has not survived the cold of its own Nigredo, then turn back now. The doors you are about to open are not doors of amusement. They are thresholds. They are currents that will test your mind, your heart, and your body.
The methods in this book—sleep manipulations, meditation, focussed resonance, and self-induced oscillation—are not toys. Attempt them prematurely, and the fire may consume your fragile wires. Anxiety, madness, and psychic rupture are real risks. The currents you are seeking are high-voltage. The system of the human body is not yet ready for raw lightning.
Proceed only if you are willing to take full responsibility for your spirit, your flesh, and your mind. Treat these instructions as map and allegory, not prescription. Respect the cycle. Respect the stages. Respect your vessel.
Above all, remember: the Stone is patient. It waits for those who have built the house brick by brick. Do not force the lightning. Do not storm the throne. Seek readiness first.
If you read on, it is because you choose to carry on.
Preface
First Last Alchemist
Preface
I am a humble IT engineer with no formal education in metaphysics or philosophy. This book is a collection of stories and experiences from the first three decades of my life. I hope it can help people navigate day-to-day challenges while entertaining them, offering glimpses into the hidden structures of experience and consciousness I have stumbled upon along the way.
Introduction
[The Warning]
Most people sleep. Not in the literal sense, though that too is part of it. They sleep through life, carried by inertia, society’s expectations, the hum of obligations and screens. They move through days like planets in orbit, tethered to gravity that is invisible but insistent. Sleep is comfort. Sleep is survival. Sleep is the matrix of habit and repetition.
Waking up is something else entirely. Waking up is feeling the pull of a different gravity, one that does not bend to schedules or routine. It is the sudden awareness that your nervous system carries electricity in patterns that can be tuned, that thought is a current, and emotion is a voltage. Waking up is realizing that reality is not fixed, that perception can stretch, fold, and fracture. It is dizzying, sometimes terrifying, and infinitely more alive than sleep.
This book chronicles my own waking. It is not a textbook. It is not a moral guide. It is an account of what happens when curiosity collides with obsession, when the human system pushes against the limits of the known, and when alchemical curiosity becomes a personal crucible.
[The Misunderstanding]
Alchemy is older than kingdoms. Older than the scribes who copied texts by candlelight. Older than the languages used to encode them. The Emerald Tablet, attributed to Hermes Trismegistus, is the cornerstone. “As above, so below,” it says, hinting at unity between the cosmos and the human vessel. Every symbol, every allegory, was carefully hidden. In its time, knowledge was dangerous. To be caught with understanding could mean exile, imprisonment, or death.
The code was necessary. Alchemy spoke in metaphor because the truths it contained were combustible. Words could kill, just as easily as metals could be transformed. To read it properly, one had to understand the language of symbols, the rhythm of phases, the hidden geometry of transformation. It was not meant for casual consumption. It was not meant to be rushed.
I was reckless. I ignored the warnings. And I paid the price.
[The Map]
The journey of alchemy is traditionally divided into four phases, each a territory of both the spirit and the body.
Nigredo — The Black Phase: Despair, dissolution, the crucible of the ego. Lead hardens and resists. It is heavy. It is the fear of breaking apart. Here, the alchemist faces shadow, guilt, inertia, and the weight of self. It is uncomfortable, claustrophobic, necessary. Without it, no transformation can occur.
Albedo — The White Phase: Purification, the first light. Mercury flows, water rises, boundaries blur. This phase promises ascent but demands patience. It is seductive. It is terrifying. You feel your structure loosening, your identity softening. It is the slow, precise unravelling before illumination. Misstep here, and the mind fractures instead of opening.
Citrinitas — The Yellow Phase: Awakening of the solar mind. Here, gold begins to shimmer. Awareness consolidates. You feel the warmth of understanding, the integration of experience. Insight rises, tempered by care, like dawn slowly illuminating a dark valley. The joy is subtle, profound, but always contingent on stability.
Rubedo — The Red Phase: Completion. The union of opposites. Lead into gold, shadow into light, fear into wisdom. The vessel is whole. Consciousness hums in harmony. It is quiet, often more subtle than the fire of the previous phases. Here, the alchemist does not rise violently; they become the gold they sought, steady and alive.
This book will take you through those territories. You will feel the despair, the terror, the revelation, and the quiet landing. You will ride the fire and, if you follow the path, you will learn the value of the slow burn.
[The Contract]
Before you begin, understand this: the journey is not entertainment. The path is not metaphor alone. Every exercise, every observation, every moment of reflection is a sacred contract.
By reading this book, you agree to witness honestly. You agree to feel discomfort. You agree to return to your own gravity, your own body, your own life, grounded. The gold you seek cannot be borrowed, stolen, or forced. It is earned, step by deliberate step.
I cannot shield you from fire. I cannot guarantee insight. But I can show you the terrain, mark the fault lines, and give you the tools to navigate them with care.
Follow this map with patience. Respect the phases. Attend to the vessels of your own body and mind. Do not rush. Do not seek shortcuts.
What follows is the story of one seeker who tried, failed, and learned, sometimes painfully, that the alchemical process cannot be cheated.
Alchemical Protocol 1 — Nigredo (The Darkening)
Identify your shadow. Sit with what you avoid in yourself. Name it, write it, feel it.
Observe your daily habits: notice patterns that keep you asleep.
Introduce deliberate discomfort: cold shower, fasting, or silence. Track your mind’s reaction.
Journal nightly: record what feels heavy, stagnant, or repetitive.
Alchemical Protocol 2 — Nigredo (The First Fire)
Expose yourself to chaos safely: unpredictable art, music, or environments.
Track emotional reactions to dissonance. Note what collapses first: mind, heart, or body.
Practice controlled letting-go: breathe into tension, allow thoughts to pass without judgment.
Alchemical Protocol 3 — Albedo (The Whitening)
Meditate daily, focusing on your inner light.
Practice observing your thoughts without attachment.
Use rituals to mark purification: cleanse your space, your body, your intentions.
Reflect on moments of clarity; journal patterns of insight.
Alchemical Protocol 4 — Albedo (Integration)
Identify contradictions in your life: desires, beliefs, actions.
Seek balance through deliberate attention and conscious adjustment.
Anchor your nervous system: nature walks, grounding exercises, steady rhythm.
Alchemical Protocol 5 — Citrinitas (The Yellow Awakening)
Cultivate awareness of energy in your body: heartbeat, breath, tension.
Track moments of intuitive insight; journal the circumstances.
Begin creative practice that integrates mind and heart.
Alchemical Protocol 6 — Citrinitas (Solar Mind)
Explore higher-order thinking: pattern recognition, systems, synthesis.
Align action with insight: small experiments to test understanding in life.
Record successes and failures; refine the approach.
Alchemical Protocol 7 — Rubedo (The Red Completion)
Practice full integration: body, mind, and heart aligned in action.
Identify your personal gold: what is authentic, stable, and nourishing in life.
Engage in rituals or practices that honor completion: gratitude, reflection, sharing.
Alchemical Protocol 8 — Rubedo (The Vessel at Rest)
Maintain balance: continue meditation, observation, and grounding.
Observe the cycles of life without attempting to control every outcome.
Reflect on transformation: note patterns of growth, resilience, and wisdom.
This is the complete front matter, ready to insert before Chapter 1.
I can also create a suggested order for Glossary, Preface, Introduction, Protocols, Chapters, Epilogue, Postscript so the manuscript flows perfectly from front to back if you want.
Do you want me to do that next?
Chapter 1
PHASE I: NIGREDO (The Blackening)
Chapter 1: Paradise Lost
[The Principle]
Before I tell you how I died, I need to explain the law that was already at work inside me long before my heart stopped. This is not a belief. It does not care whether you accept it or mock it. It is a mechanism. Like gravity, it functions in silence, shaping you while you sleep, while you suffer, while you tell yourself stories about who you are.
For more than two thousand years, men ruined their lives trying to read that mechanism backward. They gathered in cellars and stone rooms that stank of sulfur and damp wool. Their fingers were blackened by soot, cracked from handling crucibles and tongs. Their eyes burned red from smoke and long nights staring into fire, waiting for it to speak back. They called themselves alchemists, and most of them died poor, ridiculed, or insane.
They believed salvation could be forged.
They chased the Magnum Opus, the Great Work. They sold estates and titles, burned friendships, and dismantled their own minds searching for the Philosopher’s Stone. A thing, they thought. A substance. A powder that could sit on a scale and be weighed. Something you could slip into a pocket. With it, Lead would become Gold. With it, sickness would retreat. With it, time itself could be cheated.
They were searching for something solid enough to hold.
They were wrong.
The Stone is not an object. It never was. It is a state. A resonance. A frequency that either moves through you or does not. It cannot be owned, only tuned into. When it is present, reality behaves differently. When it is absent, everything feels heavy, resistant, dim.
It is the underlying vibration that decides whether life feels like a prison or a current.
The Emerald Tablet, attributed to Hermes Trismegistus, opens with a sentence so compact it reads like a code fragment stripped of decoration. It is not mystical poetry meant to soothe. It is a functional description of how the universe mirrors itself across scales. If you understand this sentence, you understand God not as a bearded figure, but as a system. If you dismiss it, you stay blind to the machinery grinding beneath your moods and memories.
“Quod est inferius est sicut quod est superius. Et quod est superius est sicut quod est inferius, ad perpetranda miracula rei unius.”
That which is below is like that which is above. That which is above is like that which is below. Not metaphorically. Mechanically. This is how the miracles of the One Thing occur.
This is not poetry. It is physics spoken in the language available at the time.
The “Above” is the macrocosm. Galaxies spinning in dark silence. Stars burning hydrogen into light. Fields and forces bending space. The vast, impersonal intelligence of the universe doing exactly what it does, without emotion or apology.
The “Below” is the microcosm. Your body. Your nerves. The electrical chatter of your brain. Atoms orbiting nuclei in patterns that mirror solar systems. Sodium and potassium ions firing across synapses like controlled lightning. The same rules, scaled down, operating inside your skull.
As above, so below is not spiritual comfort. It is a warning. Whatever pattern dominates your inner world will eventually announce itself in your outer one.
In the old language, the unconscious human state is called Lead.
Lead belongs to Saturn. It is heavy enough to sink in water. Toxic if it leaches into the body. Dull, grey, unwilling to shine. In the physical world, it is used to block radiation. Hospitals line walls with it to stop invisible energy from passing through. It is a shield that resists penetration.
In the inner world, Lead is the ego sealed in on itself. The numbness that follows prolonged pain. The depression that does not scream but presses down, day after day, until movement feels expensive. It is the psychic weight that convinces you separation is normal. That you are alone. That nothing is listening.
This is not sadness. It is insulation.
Lead is the state where the signal cannot get through.
Gold is what remains when resistance is removed.
Gold belongs to the Sun. In physics, it is almost perfect. A conductor so efficient it offers nearly zero resistance to electrical flow. It does not corrode. It does not rust when exposed to air or water. Bury it for a thousand years and it emerges unchanged. It does not decay because it does not need to defend itself.
In the inner world, Gold is the nervous system after trauma has been burned out of it. It is a body no longer braced for impact. When the charge moves through such a system, it does not snag on fear or memory. The current flows clean. Call it God, consciousness, source, or electricity if that makes it easier to swallow. The experience is the same. Connection without friction.
But this is the part that never makes it into motivational speeches or spiritual marketing.
You do not get Gold by avoiding Lead.
You do not ascend by floating upward. You descend first. Always.
There is no resurrection without the crucifixion. No illumination without the long hours where the lights are out and your own thoughts turn hostile. The alchemists called this descent Nigredo. The Blackening. The stage where everything decomposes. Where meaning rots. Where identity dissolves into something unrecognizable.
You do not escape the darkness. You enter it deliberately and let it do its work.
Lead is not the enemy. It is the raw material.
My body was the Lead. My history was dense with it. Trauma layered on trauma, compacted until it felt structural. I did not understand this then. I only felt the weight. The slow settling. The way the world seemed to press harder each year, as if gravity itself had been recalibrated against me.
This is where the descent began.
[The Descent]
My life began with an expulsion from the garden.
I come from western Poland, a place that existed on the wrong side of history’s balance sheet. To economists and politicians, we were numbers in a report, evidence of a transition gone wrong. Post-Soviet decay. Shrinking industry. Families packed into the margins. But children don’t experience spreadsheets. Poverty, at that age, is just an adult word for things you’re told not to touch or waste. I didn’t know we were poor because nothing I needed felt missing.
In my body, I felt rich.
My grandparents owned a small house by a lake in a village so quiet it barely registered on maps. It wasn’t preserved. It was forgotten. Time didn’t pass through that place so much as move around it. The road leading there narrowed into dirt, then into habit. Houses leaned slightly, as if listening to the ground. There were no fences that mattered, no urgency, no noise that wasn’t earned.
That place tuned me.
The forests wrapped around the village like lungs. Tall pines stood close enough to blot out the sky in places, their needles carpeting the ground in a soft, forgiving layer that swallowed footsteps. In summer, the sun baked the resin out of them, and the air turned sharp and sweet at the same time. You could feel it scrape the inside of your chest when you breathed in, like it was cleaning something you didn’t know was dirty.
The lake sat still, not mirror-like, but watchful. Its surface barely moved unless you disturbed it, and even then it took its time responding. There was a silence there that wasn’t empty. It pressed back. When you stood at the edge, it felt like something was aware of you without needing to announce itself. Not God as a figure. Something older. A field.
I spent entire days moving between water and trees, barefoot, skin browned by sun, hands stained with dirt and sap. I didn’t think about myself as separate from any of it. Hunger came and went naturally. Sleep arrived without negotiation. Fear didn’t have much to attach itself to. My nervous system wasn’t scanning for threats. It rested.
I didn’t have language for it then. I didn’t know about Hermeticism or physics or the idea of a unified field. I had never heard the words Unus Mundus. But I lived inside that truth. There was no above and below. No sacred and profane. Everything belonged to the same breathing whole, and I belonged with it.
I was grounded. Not emotionally. Electrically.
My body felt plugged into the earth, like a circuit properly closed. Whatever current existed flowed without obstruction. I was held, not metaphorically, but physically. The ground was firm. The water was cold and honest. The nights were dark enough to rest in.
This was Gold. Not something earned. Something given.
I vibrated at the frequency of the land itself, slow and patient. The earth carried my weight without complaint, and I learned, without knowing it, that existence did not have to resist me.
But Gold, in the physical world, always comes with a cost.
And sooner or later, the bill is collected.
[The Window Back to Heaven]
The cruelty of the Nigredo is that it doesn’t erase the memory of light. It keeps it intact. Sharp. Accessible. Then it takes it away again. That is how it breaks you.
Because we were always short on money, holidays like Spain or Greece belonged to other families. The ones with louder cars and cleaner shoes. For us, the calculation never changed. If we traveled at all, we went east. Back to the village. Back to my grandparents. It was the only place we could afford, and the only place that ever felt real.
Every few years, after months of quiet saving and adult conversations spoken in low voices, tickets would appear. Thin pieces of paper that carried more weight than they should have. And just like that, I would be lifted out of one world and dropped into another.
The transition was violent. One day I was navigating a maze of concrete blocks, keeping my head down, shoulders tense, timing my routes to avoid the older kids who smelled blood in foreign accents. Grey walls. Grey skies. Sirens and shouting. Then, almost overnight, I was barefoot again, toes sinking into cool grass, watching storks glide overhead with no urgency at all. Their wings moved slowly, confidently, as if the air itself was trustworthy.
For a few weeks, the Lead softened.
The body remembers faster than the mind. My shoulders would drop without me telling them to. My jaw would unclench. Sleep came deeper, heavier. The persona I wore in England, the quiet one, the hardened one, the boy who learned not to react, began to dissolve. I didn’t have to defend myself there. Nothing was asking for it.
I became permeable again.
It was during one of those summers that I remember sitting at the wooden table outside my grandparents’ house. The sun was low, turning the lake copper. My grandmother was clearing plates, the sound of porcelain and cutlery gentle, unhurried. My grandfather sat back in his chair, arms crossed, watching the evening settle like he had seen it a thousand times before.
I must have been eight or nine. Old enough to think, not old enough to know what to do with the thoughts.
I said it casually, the way children test dangerous objects. I told them I didn’t know if I believed in God.
The word hung there longer than I expected.
My grandmother paused for a moment, then kept moving, as if it wasn’t her place to answer. My grandfather looked at me over the rim of his glasses. There was no disappointment in his face. No correction. Just a faint smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth, like he was in on something I wasn’t.
“You’re not ready to know,” he said. His voice was calm, almost amused. “But you will believe in due time.”
That was it. No sermon. No argument. Just a statement delivered with the confidence of someone who had watched seasons come and go enough times to trust the order of things.
At the time, I didn’t understand why that sentence stayed with me. I only knew it lodged somewhere deep, like a splinter you don’t feel until you press on it years later.
Those visits were brief returns to alignment. I would remember what it felt like to exist without friction. I would feel the current again. The “One Thing” wasn’t a concept there. It was the way mornings smelled, the way water closed around your ankles, the way silence didn’t threaten you.
But heaven, when it has an expiration date, hurts more than hell.
Leaving was always worse than arriving. The return journey carried a specific kind of dread. Boarding the plane back to the UK felt like stepping willingly into confinement. I wasn’t just changing countries. I was descending.
I remember the exact moment the frequency shifted. The doors opening at the airport. The air hitting my face. The sharp, resinous cleanliness of pine replaced by dampness and fuel. Kerosene and wet asphalt. The smell of machines working too hard. The ground felt less forgiving underfoot. Even the light seemed thinner, filtered through cloud instead of leaves.
Each time, England felt heavier. The concrete colder. The noise louder but emptier. And inside me, something withdrew. The silence deepened, not the peaceful kind from the lake, but the kind that echoes.
I had tasted the Gold again, just long enough to know it existed.
Then it was taken.
I was pulled from the womb of the earth and dropped back onto pavement. Back into density. Back into separation.
The Gold receded.
And this time, it did not come quietly.
The Nigredo had begun in earnest.
[The Father]
My father was a brave man. Not the loud kind. Not the kind that announces itself. His courage lived in his decisions, in what he was willing to cut away in order to protect what mattered. He loved his family with a ferocity that could be frightening, the way fire is frightening when it is contained for a purpose. He could see farther than most people. He stood on the battlements of our small kingdom and looked past the beauty, past the pine trees and the lakes, and noticed what others chose to romanticize.
He saw rot under the floorboards of our so-called Golden Age.
He saw factories closing quietly. Wages shrinking. Futures narrowing. He understood something essential that nostalgia tries to hide. You cannot raise children on memory. You cannot feed them with scenery. Love alone does not stop hunger.
So he made the decision that fractures families even when it saves them.
He chose exile.
He left first. Alone. He walked into England with no language, no safety net, and no certainty beyond the need to work. He traded familiarity for survival. Grey streets for the smell of home. He took whatever labor would break his back but keep his children fed. He sent money across borders, month after month, so my mother, my brother, and I could stay afloat without knowing how close to the edge we were.
I want to be precise here, because memory has a way of turning fathers into background furniture. His sacrifice was not abstract. It was structural. Everything stable in our lives was built on his absence. He stepped into darkness so we wouldn’t starve in the light. He carried a burden meant for a grown man alone so that we could remain children a little longer.
Four years passed like that. Letters. Phone calls. A voice traveling through static. Then, just before I turned nine, the message arrived. It wasn’t dramatic. No fanfare. Just a decision already made.
We were going to join him.
That was the moment the temperature of my soul dropped.
England did not feel like another country. It felt like another planet with its own gravity. The air was heavier, wet in a way that clung to your clothes and skin. It smelled of rain that never fully left, of metal and fuel and old brick. The forests of my childhood vanished, replaced by rows of concrete stacked on concrete, stretching out like a maze designed without mercy.
The silence I knew was gone. In its place was a constant mechanical murmur. Traffic. Distant shouting. Doors slamming. A language flowing around me that might as well have been static. Words passed through my ears without landing anywhere. I could not catch them. I could not defend myself with them.
I knew no English. I was suddenly visible in the worst way.
We arrived at a council estate. Damp bricks darkened by rain. Windows fogged from the inside. The sky hung low, as if pressing down on the buildings. I stood there with my bags and felt something happen inside my chest that had nothing to do with fear and everything to do with density.
A tightening. A pulling inward. Like something being compressed.
The alchemists say Lead is the heaviest of metals because it is the furthest from the Sun. Standing there, soaked through, far from the light that had raised me, I understood that idea without needing the book. Distance is weight. Separation has mass.
I had been pulled from the womb of the earth and dropped onto pavement.
Whatever had flowed through me before slowed. The current met resistance. The Gold that had felt natural, effortless, receded without ceremony.
The Nigredo did not arrive with drama. It settled.
And once it began, it did not let go.
[The Crucible]
The Nigredo is not a quiet phase. It is not sitting patiently in the dark until something improves. It is an active process, and it is violent. In alchemy, this is the stage where the material is broken down by force. Heated, crushed, ground until whatever false structure it had can no longer hold. The ego does not dissolve politely. It has to be shattered.
For me, the crucible had fluorescent lighting and brick walls.
The British school system became the pestle and mortar that reduced me. Classrooms smelled of damp coats and disinfectant. The hallways echoed with shouting and laughter I couldn’t decode. I walked through them like an exposed nerve. I didn’t have the armor of language yet, and without words, you are prey.
The local kids didn’t ignore me. That would have been mercy. They noticed me immediately.
Children are closer to animals than adults are. Their cruelty is not calculated; it’s instinctive. They sensed difference the way dogs do. I carried it on my skin. In my accent. In the way I stood. In the way my eyes still expected the world to be coherent. They smelled the forests on me. The lake. The silence. And something in them rejected it.
They hunted.
Rocks came first. Small at the beginning, thrown to test reactions. Then larger. Spit followed. Laughter when it landed. My brother and I became something like an infection in their environment, something the body wanted to expel. We were pushed, cornered, surrounded. There was a rhythm to it. Repetition. Enough times that it stopped feeling shocking and started feeling inevitable.
That was when the illusion of unity broke.
The idea that the world was One, that everything belonged to the same field, felt like a cruel joke in those moments. Reality arranged itself very clearly into two camps. Us and them. Inside and outside. Safety and exposure. There was no bridge. Only a thin, invisible line you could cross without realizing it until you were bleeding.
I was always on the wrong side of it.
So I adapted the way prey adapts.
I learned when to lower my eyes. When not to speak. How to move through space without drawing attention. I learned to fold myself inward, to take up less room than my body required. My breath shortened. My posture collapsed slightly, as if I could sink below notice.
This is the first property of Lead.
Density.
When the blows keep coming, you compress. You harden. You condense your spirit into something small and solid so it doesn’t shatter. You become heavy enough to survive impact. Unfeeling enough to endure repetition.
It keeps you alive.
But it also begins to block the light.
[The Death of the King]
School was only the skirmish. It taught me how the world behaved in public. The real war waited at home.
Our house was not a refuge. It was a temporary arrangement stitched together by necessity. We rented a single room inside a larger house occupied by men who lived on the jagged edge of legality. Dealers. Thieves. People whose lives ran hot and unstable. Their voices were loud at night. Their moods unpredictable. Their presence carried a constant charge of threat.
My brother and I were children sleeping among predators.
The only barrier between us and whatever chaos roamed the hallways was a thin wooden door and my father’s vigilance. He slept lightly. He listened. He positioned himself like a guard, even in rest. I trusted him completely. In my mind, he was immovable. The final line nothing could cross.
But the Nigredo spares no hierarchy.
Even the King must fall.
I remember the night because of how sudden it was. There was no warning. No gradual escalation. One moment we were wrapped in the heavy, forgiving sleep of childhood, drifting somewhere far from concrete and fear. The next, the house exploded.
It wasn’t a sound. It was impact.
The front door didn’t open. It detonated. Wood cracked and flew. The force of it punched through the building like a shockwave. Shouting followed. Boots on stairs. Radios crackling. Commands barked in clipped English that still hadn’t become meaning for me, only tone.
We slept through the first seconds of it, insulated by innocence. Then consciousness snapped on, and the world was wrong.
The morning after arrived pale and bitter. The sun offered no warmth, only light thin enough to expose damage. My mother sat us down and spoke carefully, as if volume might make the truth worse. While we had been dreaming, our father had been taken.
Dragged is the correct word.
The man who had crossed borders alone, who had broken his body so we could eat, who stood watch while we slept, had been pulled from our room into the freezing English night. There was no dignity in it. No explanation that mattered.
The image carved itself into me with surgical precision.
My father stood in the street in his underwear, breath turning to white in the cold. His skin was goosefleshed. His wrists were cuffed behind his back. He was surrounded by strangers in uniforms, faces blank, methodical. They moved through our home like it was already dead, opening drawers, overturning objects, stepping where they pleased.
It wasn’t just the frost that made him shake.
It was the stripping.
In alchemy, there is a stage called Mortificatio. The death of the King. It is the moment the ruling force is brought down. The crown removed. The Sun extinguished. The father archetype, the protector, reduced to matter.
Watching the strongest man I knew rendered helpless by paperwork, boots, and procedure shattered something essential inside me. Not loudly. Cleanly. Like a bone breaking under a precise amount of pressure.
That was the freezing point.
Something in me crystallized and stopped moving.
I understood then that softness was dangerous. That openness invited violation. That strength did not guarantee safety. To survive in this realm, you could not feel too much. You could not trust the structure to hold.
You had to become dense.
You had to become numb.
You had to become Lead.
[The Mask]
By the time I reached secondary school, the hardening was no longer happening. It had finished.
Whatever was soft in me had either retreated or been sealed away. The Lead had set. I could feel it in my body. In the way my shoulders stayed tense even when nothing was happening. In the way my face defaulted to neutrality, like an unloaded weapon kept on display. I had learned the rules well enough to stop bleeding in public.
And I had learned the most important one.
My Polishness was a liability.
It wasn’t just the accent. It was the posture. The pauses. The way I reacted too slowly or too honestly. It marked me as something other. Something unfinished. I understood, with the clarity of a survival instinct, that my true self was not welcome. It drew attention. And attention led to pain.
So I did the thing the alchemists warn about in their margins.
I created a false man.
A Homunculus.
I became a student of the environment. I watched the local boys the way a spy watches guards. How they stood with their weight shifted forward. How they laughed before they finished sentences. How they insulted each other as a form of bonding. I catalogued their slang, their rhythms, their casual cruelty. I learned which emotions were allowed and which were dangerous.
At home, I practiced.
I stood in front of the mirror and reshaped my mouth. I drilled vowel sounds until the foreign edges dissolved. I repeated phrases under my breath until the cadence felt natural in my throat. Bit by bit, the Polish boy disappeared from my voice. In his place, something smooth and local took over.
The accent became perfect.
Impenetrable.
Once the sound barrier was gone, everything else followed. The jokes landed. The timing worked. I grew louder. More visible. I learned how to take up space the way they did, how to perform confidence without actually feeling it. By the time anyone could have suspected I was foreign, it was already too late.
I had passed.
I became popular. The funny one. The lad. The one who could hold court in a group, who didn’t flinch at banter, who seemed unbothered by anything. On the surface, it looked like a victory. Proof of adaptation. Proof of strength.
But popularity built on performance is a thin currency.
They didn’t know me. They knew the construction. The mask did all the talking. The real boy stayed hidden, crouched behind it, holding his breath. No one asked him questions. No one would have understood the answers.
I had done something subtle and dangerous.
I had gilded the Lead.
I coated myself in something that looked like Gold so I could move safely among others. I shone just enough to blend in. But beneath the surface, the metal was still dense. Still cold. Still corroding from the inside.
I wasn’t being transmuted.
I was being preserved.
I was safe.
And I was dead.
[The False Fire]
When Lead goes cold enough, you will do almost anything to feel heat.
By then, numbness was my baseline. Not sadness. Not anger. Just absence. Days passed without texture. Emotions arrived muffled, as if wrapped in cloth. To interrupt that deadness, I reached for the only form of alchemy available where I lived.
Adrenaline.
At fourteen, I started smoking weed. Not at parties. Not for fun. It was a crude medicine. A way to soften the ice that had formed inside my chest. The smoke burned my throat and lungs, and that pain alone felt like proof I was still here. For a while, it worked. It blurred the edges. Slowed the inner grind.
It also introduced me to a new ecosystem.
Road life.
We found each other naturally. The poor. The displaced. The kids with foreign surnames or broken homes. Those of us who didn’t belong anywhere clean or official. We gathered in stairwells, under bridges, in corners where cameras didn’t quite reach. We shared what little we had. Cigarettes. Stories. A sense of recognition.
We lived on the edge because the centre had no room for us.
There was a current that ran through that group, something intoxicating. Strength by proximity. Courage by consensus. Alone, each of us was small. Together, we felt larger than the sum of our fear. The group mind hummed, and inside it, consequences felt abstract.
One night, that current carried us too far.
There was a corner shop nearby that sold illegal cigarettes to minors. Everyone knew it. We talked about it for weeks. Half joking. Half rehearsing. The idea grew in the space between boredom and resentment. We told ourselves it was justified. That they were already breaking the law. That we were only taking what was there.
But the truth was simpler.
We felt powerless.
Robbing the shop wasn’t about money. It was about heat. About turning fear into something active. About proving to ourselves that we could act instead of endure. We were boys playing at being gangsters, dressing up desperation as rebellion.
We scouted it. Walked past pretending not to look. Timed the lights. Counted footsteps. The planning itself felt like power. Like we were finally shaping reality instead of being shaped by it.
Then the night came.
I remember standing outside the shop, the fluorescent light buzzing through the window. My heart slammed against my ribs so hard it felt like it might bruise them from the inside. My mouth was dry. My hands were slick with cold sweat despite the chill in the air. Time stretched and tightened at the same time.
This was the threshold.
I waited for something to take over. Rage. Certainty. The kind of resolve I had seen in films. Instead, there was a pause.
We didn’t move.
At the time, I told myself it was fear that stopped us. That we lacked the nerve. But looking back, I know that isn’t the whole truth. Fear had never stopped much before. What stopped us was subtler.
A crack.
A microscopic fissure in the Lead.
Something thin slipped through. Not a voice. Not a command. Just a quiet resistance. A sense that crossing that line would seal something permanently. That once done, it couldn’t be undone.
We walked away.
No victory. No celebration. Just dispersing into the night, the adrenaline draining, the cold creeping back in.
The shop remained untouched.
And somewhere inside me, unseen and almost immediately forgotten, the Lead was no longer perfectly solid.
[The Cracks in the Lead]
As I got older, the weed stopped working.
The numbness adapted. What once softened the edges became background noise. The cold found its way back in, deeper than before. I wasn’t trying to disappear anymore. I was trying to get out.
That was when the chemistry changed.
Psychedelics entered my life not as entertainment, but as tools. Crude ones. Dangerous ones. I didn’t have language for harm reduction or integration. I only knew that there were doors in the mind, and some substances rattled the handles. I wanted an exit from the closed system I had become.
I began exploring consciousness the way a trapped animal explores a cage, testing weak points. I read everything I could find that hinted at hidden structures beneath reality. Mysticism. Gnosticism. Occult history. Alchemy, especially the parts that had been dismissed as madness or metaphor. I wasn’t looking for comfort. I was looking for pattern.
When I watched As Above, So Below, my friends laughed at the jump scares. I barely noticed them. The catacombs. The mirrors. The descent framed as ascent. The Hermetic logic baked into the plot vibrated somewhere behind my eyes. It wasn’t entertainment. It was recognition. Like hearing a chord you didn’t know had been ringing inside you for years.
Something in me responded.
That was when the dreams began.
The Lead was still heavy. Still dominant. But it was no longer sealed. Hairline fractures were forming, invisible during the day, but wide enough at night for something else to pass through.
Sleep became unstable. I would hover in that thin band between waking and dreaming, where the body is paralyzed but the mind is loose. In that space, a voice would arrive. Not loud. Not dramatic. Close. Intimate. As if it wasn’t traveling through air at all.
It always said the same thing.
“All is One. One is All.”
No explanation. No commentary. Just the phrase, repeated with a calm certainty that didn’t argue or persuade. It didn’t feel like instruction. It felt like recall.
I would wake up soaked in sweat, heart racing, the room silent and dark. The words hung in the air long after the voice was gone, echoing off the walls of my skull. I would lie there staring at the ceiling, trying to slow my breathing, trying to tell myself it was just chemistry, just neurons misfiring under the influence of exhaustion and drugs.
During the day, I was a militant atheist.
I rejected the God of my Catholic school with practiced disdain. A God who demanded obedience and offered suffering as virtue. A God presented as authority, not experience. I dismantled Him with logic and sarcasm and wore disbelief like armor.
But night after night, something else kept knocking.
Not a church. Not a priest. The universe itself, speaking in compressed code. The same principle the Emerald Tablet opened with. The One Thing, stripped of robes and stories, trying to announce itself directly.
My ego resisted. The Lead shield did what it was designed to do. It deflected. Rationalized. Contained. The cracks let light in, but not enough to melt anything.
Not yet.
Still, the seal was broken.
And once that happens, the process does not reverse.
[The Bottom]
The Nigredo never loosens its grip gently. It tightens it first. It strips away distraction, identity, even pain itself, until all that remains is weight. A vacuum forms. And once it does, everything inside you starts to fall inward.
Depression didn’t feel like sadness anymore. Sadness implies movement. This was collapse. I felt hollowed out, scraped clean from the inside, until there was nothing left to feel with. No desire. No fear. Just gravity. A constant downward pull that made even breathing feel optional.
I remember the attempts.
Not in a dramatic montage. In fragments. In practical thoughts. In trial and error. I remember the way desperation becomes methodical when hope is gone. I remember standing in my room, staring at the door frame like it was a structural diagram. Measuring angles with my eyes. Testing resistance.
I remember the belt.
The leather was stiff. The metal buckle was colder than I expected when I held it in my hand, dense and impersonal. It felt honest. Physics doesn’t lie. The room was quiet in that peculiar way that only exists late at night, when the world feels paused. No footsteps. No voices. Just the hum of electricity in the walls.
The silence screamed.
It pressed in on my ears, on my chest, on my thoughts. There was no inner dialogue trying to save me. No argument left to make. I felt like an error that had slipped through creation’s quality control. A glitch in the code that refused to resolve itself.
I tested the weight.
I wondered, without drama, whether tonight would finally be the night the math worked out.
Then came the night where something shifted. Not externally. Internally. The pain reached a point where it stopped fluctuating and became total. Absolute. There was nothing left to bargain with. My soul felt exhausted, not emotionally, but thermodynamically. Tired of resisting entropy. Tired of holding form in a world that seemed determined to dissolve me.
I was ready.
I set it up. I didn’t rush. I didn’t hesitate. The decision had already been made somewhere deeper than thought. The Lead was collapsing under its own mass. All the compression, all the density, all the isolation was about to cave in.
And then, at the very last second, something intervened.
Not at the edge. At the event horizon.
It wasn’t a voice. There were no words. No images. No angels, no figures, no comforting narrative. It was a force. A pull. Sudden and undeniable. Like gravity reversing direction without warning.
Something from above reached down into below and grabbed me.
It didn’t ask permission. It didn’t explain itself. It yanked me back with a violence that felt unmistakably intimate. Not gentle. Not soft. Urgent. Possessive. As if letting go was not an option it was willing to consider.
In that moment of complete emptiness, where there was no belief left to contradict anything, something held me.
And I held.
My atheism didn’t dissolve through argument. It shattered structurally. The shield failed. The Lead cracked open under pressure it could no longer deflect. Whatever I thought reality was, it was incomplete. Whatever I thought consciousness was, it was insufficient.
I didn’t know who intervened.
I didn’t know what intervened.
I only knew that the direction of force had changed.
The gravity that had been pulling me down released its grip, and something else took over. I was still in the room. Still breathing. Still shaking. But the inevitability was gone.
I was still here.
And somewhere beneath the wreckage of the Lead, something was heating up.
The Fire was coming.
[Alchemical Check]
Stop for a moment.
Not metaphorically. Physically pause. Let your eyes leave the page, even if only for a breath, and turn your attention inward. Not to your thoughts, but to your body. To the space behind your ribs. To the place where weight gathers when words fail.
Can you feel it?
The pressure. The density. That dull, inward pull that doesn’t announce itself as pain but as absence. The heaviness that makes your chest feel slightly compressed, like the air has thickened. The quiet exhaustion that isn’t fixed by sleep.
That is the Nigredo.
It isn’t unique to me. It doesn’t belong to addicts or immigrants or the broken. It is a universal phase, and it arrives whether you name it or not. It is the cold that creeps in when meaning drains out of things that once mattered. It is the emptiness that follows survival. The numbness that steps in to protect you when feeling too much becomes dangerous.
It is the loneliness that can exist in a full room. The sadness that behaves like gravity, pulling everything downward without asking permission. The fear, rarely spoken aloud, that this is permanent. That warmth is something you remember, not something you can return to.
If you recognize that sensation now, don’t recoil from it.
Don’t distract yourself. Don’t reach for noise or chemicals or reassurance. Don’t rush to label it or solve it. Just acknowledge it. Let it sit there, heavy and honest.
That weight is not a mistake.
It is not a flaw in your character or a failure of will. It is material. Dense, unrefined, resistant material.
It is your Lead.
And Lead, when subjected to enough heat, does not remain what it is.
We are not here to bypass the darkness. We are not here to decorate it with affirmations or drown it out with belief. We are here to use it. To take the very thing that feels like it is crushing you and place it in the fire.
You are not being punished.
You are being prepared.
And the fire is already being lit.
[Alchemical Protocol I: Mapping the Lead]
Purpose:
 To render the invisible weight visible. No transmutation is permitted at this stage.
Conditions:
 Isolation. Low light. Silence. A seated or supine posture. No music. No intoxicants.
Procedure:
1. Sealing the Vessel
2.  Close the eyes. Keep the spine still. Allow the breath to find its own depth. Do not regulate it. Movement introduces error.
3. Isolation of the Lead
4.  Summon the single heaviest thought presently occupying the mind. Do not choose the loudest or most dramatic—choose the densest. The one that resists dissolution. Let it surface fully.
5. Weighing
6.  Observe where the Lead rests in the body. Chest. Gut. Jaw. Skull. Note its pressure. Its gravity. Its pull. Do not intervene.
7. Measurement of Qualities
8.  Assign the Lead a temperature, a texture, and a colour. Cold or hot. Smooth or jagged. Dull or reflective. Precision strengthens containment.
9. Tracing the Vein
10.  Follow the Lead backward to its point of origin. Do not analyze. Simply observe where it first took root. Childhood. Adolescence. A single event. Mark the location and withdraw.
11. Containment
12.  Return attention to the breath. Allow the Lead to remain exactly as it is. No extraction is permitted.
Duration:
 10–15 minutes.
Frequency:
 Once daily for seven consecutive days.
Warning:
 Do not attempt to purify, heal, forgive, release, or transcend the Lead during this phase. Premature heat fractures the vessel.
Completion Criteria:
 The protocol is complete when the Lead can be located instantly, without resistance or emotional surge.
Only then is the matter prepared for fire.
Chapter 2
PHASE II: ALBEDO (The Whitening)
Chapter 2: The Fire and The Wing
[The Battering Ram]
If the depression of the Nigredo was a locked door, then it was not a wooden one you could shoulder open with effort. It was iron-bound. Bolted. Cold to the touch. A gate designed to keep something in as much as keep something out. I had lived behind it for years, pacing, freezing, feeling the limits of the enclosure with my own skin.
Psychedelics were not the key.
They were the battering ram.
I didn’t step into that world to celebrate or escape boredom. I wasn’t chasing laughter or geometric light shows to decorate the same grey existence. I already knew how to distract myself. This was different. I was looking for structural failure. A breach. A way to rupture the closed system I had become.
My atheism had left me stranded in a universe that felt brutally indifferent. Matter smashing into matter. Cause without meaning. A cosmos running on blind equations, grinding forward without intention. Everything reduced to chemistry and accident. That worldview was tidy, but it was freezing. There was no place for the voice that had whispered to me at night. No explanation for the pull that had saved me at the bottom.
And yet my body remembered something my intellect refused to grant. It remembered the lake. The forests. The dreams. All is One. One is All. That phrase still echoed somewhere behind the walls. I was starving for meaning, and starvation strips you of pride. It makes you reckless. It makes you eat things you would once have refused.
I didn’t commit to a single substance. I moved through them like a thief moving down a row of doors. Over the years, I tried everything I could get my hands on. Different compounds. Different chemistries. Different keys. I wasn’t a seeker in robes. I was a burglar of the divine, forcing entry wherever I could. If there was a lock between worlds, I intended to pick it or break it.
The alchemists warned about this.
In the Golden Tractate of Hermes, they speak of the Secret Fire. A fire that burns without flame. A heat that does not consume wood or flesh, but structure. They say it is necessary to dissolve the Lead, to loosen what has been hardened by Saturn. But they also warn that this fire has no mercy. Applied without wisdom, it does not refine. It destroys the vessel itself.
I didn’t sip it.
I injected it straight into my blood.
There is a verse in the Gospel of Matthew that unsettled the early church fathers because it contradicted their need for order. It suggested that salvation wasn’t always reverent or slow. That it wasn’t always found in obedience. Matthew 11:12 says, “From the days of John the Baptist until now the kingdom of heaven suffereth violence, and the violent take it by force.”
I recognized myself in that line immediately.
I wasn’t willing to wait. I wasn’t willing to kneel quietly for decades and hope grace noticed me. I didn’t trust institutions that had already failed me. I chose force. I chose impact. If heaven was behind a wall, I would hit it until something gave.
When the chemicals hit my bloodstream for the first time, England didn’t recede politely. It disintegrated. The council estate didn’t blur. It collapsed. The damp brick, the grey sky, the weight in my chest all lost coherence at once. It felt like the Lead in my veins ignited, not metaphorically, but physically. Heat surged through me, fast and invasive.
This was the Albedo.
In old laboratories, the alchemist would raise the fire beneath the Nigredo until the black matter began to bubble and hiss. Fumes filled the room. The substance would froth and writhe, shedding its darkness under unbearable heat, until all that remained was a pale ash. White. Purified. But the process was volatile. Too much heat and the vessel cracked. Too little and nothing changed.
Inside me, it was the same.
The experience was not gentle. There was no easing in. My perception was scrubbed raw. Terror and ecstasy arrived together, inseparable. My heart raced as if trying to escape my chest. My sense of self stretched thin, like metal under stress. It felt like being strapped to the nose of a rocket as it tore through the atmosphere, the skin of reality peeling away under acceleration.
I wasn’t watching colours.
I was watching structure.
Patterns beneath patterns. Systems folding into themselves. The scaffolding behind sensation. It felt like I was glimpsing the source code of existence, the logic that normally runs invisibly beneath sight and sound. Everything I thought was solid revealed itself as process. Everything I thought was separate began to blur.
The fire was working.
And I had no idea yet what it was going to cost me.
[The Watcher]
I remember the exact moment the veil tore, not because it announced itself, but because it didn’t.
It didn’t arrive head-on. There was no cinematic reveal, no dramatic focus pulling everything toward it. Real spiritual phenomena don’t perform for the ego. They avoid it. They slip in through the edges, through the places your identity isn’t guarding. They appear where you are not looking, where you are not in control.
It happened in the periphery.
I became aware of it the way you become aware of being watched before you know by whom. A pressure shift in the room. A subtle rearrangement of attention. Something had entered the space without crossing a door.
Hovering near the corner of the room, deliberately refusing the centre, was an Entity.
Not imagined. Not symbolic. Present.
My mind scrambled for reference points and failed immediately. This was not the soft, sanitized imagery I had been fed as a child. Not the humanized angels from Catholic textbooks with gentle faces and musical instruments. Not cherubs. Not comfort.
This thing felt old.
Not metaphorically old. Structurally old. As if it had existed before metaphor was invented. It carried the weight of deep time, the kind that erodes mountains and civilizations without noticing.
What stood before me was closer to the horrors described in scripture that priests quietly avoid explaining.
A Seraphim.
The word itself means Burning One, and suddenly that made sense in a way no translation ever had. This was not a messenger designed to reassure. It was an interface between realms so intense that reassurance was irrelevant.
Isaiah tried to describe them and almost failed. Ezekiel did no better. Their language fractures under the strain of accuracy. Six wings. Faces hidden. Feet covered. Motion without walking. Fire without consumption.
What I perceived resolved itself into a form that bypassed my expectations entirely.
A single, massive Eye.
Unblinking. Suspended. Not floating so much as existing exactly where it was meant to exist. It wasn’t lodged in space. Space seemed to arrange itself around it.
Around the Eye moved wings, but wings only in the loosest sense. They were not made of feathers or flesh. They were structures of light and geometry, folding and unfolding in patterns that didn’t repeat. Angles that shouldn’t coexist did so effortlessly. Shapes slid into one another like equations resolving themselves.
They beat, but not with sound.
The rhythm passed through me directly. I felt it in my jaw, in my teeth, in the bones of my face. A deep vibration that bypassed hearing and went straight to matter. The air thickened, as if pressure had increased without heat. My skin prickled. Every nerve stood alert, not in fear exactly, but in recognition.
This thing was not here for me.
And that somehow made it worse.
It didn’t speak. There were no words, no commands, no revelations handed down like gifts. It didn’t accuse me. It didn’t comfort me. It didn’t care whether I was brave or terrified.
It simply observed.
Not passively. Not clinically. The attention itself was active, precise, total. I had the unmistakable sense of being seen completely, not just my body or my thoughts, but the structure underneath them. The cracks. The Lead. The fire already moving through it.
I was not being judged.
I was being witnessed.
And in that moment, I understood something without language.
Whatever this was, it had always been there.
Watching.
Waiting.
Not interfering until the vessel was hot enough to survive the sight.
[The Single Eye]
In that moment, something else clicked into place, and it wasn’t comforting.
I understood the terror behind the word Watcher.
Not the cartoon version. Not fallen angels with personalities and names. The concept buried in the Book of Enoch, the one people skim past because it feels too invasive. This wasn’t about rebellion or mythology. It was about surveillance at the deepest possible level.
I was completely visible.
Not exposed like a body, but like a system. I felt a nakedness that had nothing to do with shame and everything to do with inevitability. There was nowhere to retreat inside myself. No private corner left. Every thought I had ever tried to bury, every fear I had never spoken, every lie I had told myself about who I was lay open, flattened, readable.
It felt like being reduced to scale.
Like a microbe suspended on a glass slide while the universe leaned in. Not maliciously. Precisely. I wasn’t being interrogated. I was being seen exactly as I was, without distortion or mercy.
That Eye was the One looking at the All.
Not metaphorically. Functionally. A singular point of awareness through which everything passed. I understood then that omniscience doesn’t need to move. It doesn’t chase. It doesn’t search. It simply is, and everything else is already inside its field.
Jesus had spoken about this mechanism, stripped of myth and drama, in a sentence I had read a hundred times and never understood. “The light of the body is the eye: if therefore thine eye be single, thy whole body shall be full of light.”
This wasn’t moral advice.
It was engineering.
The Seraphim was the embodiment of the Single Eye. Not God itself, but the lens through which God looks. A focusing apparatus. A point where infinite awareness becomes coherent enough to interface with form.
And it showed me something that dismantled years of isolation in an instant.
I had never been alone.
Not during the beatings. Not during the nights staring at the ceiling. Not even at the bottom, belt in hand. The universe hadn’t been absent. It hadn’t been dead machinery grinding blindly forward. It was alive, alert, and observing the experiment unfold.
Not interfering. Not rescuing. Watching.
The realization hit with physical force.
The Lead of my loneliness didn’t crack this time. It evaporated. The weight that had told me I was separate, abandoned, cut off from meaning vanished as if it had never been solid to begin with. For years I had walked through life convinced I was an alien dropped into hostile territory, unseen and unwanted.
But how could I be alone when something this ancient, this precise, this impossible was hovering quietly in the corner of a rented bungalow?
The witness had always been there.
I just hadn’t been able to look back.
[The Vessel]
Under the gaze of the Seraphim, something fundamental in me reorganised. Not emotionally. Structurally. The rules governing my inner world shifted, as if a different set of physical constants had been applied to my mind.
My friends would later give it a name because they didn’t know what else to call it. They laughed when they said it, half in awe, half unsettled. The Buddha Stage.
I would sit completely still, cross-legged on stained carpets or battered sofas, my body forgotten. My pupils blew wide, dilated until the black swallowed the colour of my eyes almost entirely. It wasn’t a stare. It was an absence of looking. The usual inward tension, the clutching, the constant self-reference simply shut down.
The selfish gravity of the Nigredo disappeared.
Not suppressed. Gone.
The anxious boy from the council estate wasn’t hiding. He wasn’t waiting his turn. He wasn’t even present. There was no internal narrator checking how I looked or sounded. No scanning for danger. No rehearsing responses. What remained felt hollow, but not empty in the depressive sense.
More like cleared.
I became a reed with the pith burned out. A flute laid down and abandoned, waiting for breath. When the current moved, sound happened. When it didn’t, there was silence, and both felt equally complete.
The people around me sensed it immediately.
They were broken in familiar ways. Immigrants. Addicts. Runaways. Kids whose nervous systems never learned safety. We gathered because we recognized the same fracture in each other, even if we didn’t have language for it. They would sit close, leaning in, eyes wide, asking questions they didn’t ask sober people.
Why does everything hurt like this?
What’s wrong with me?
What is all of this for?
How can something so big feel so empty?
And I would answer them.
But it wasn’t effortful. There was no searching. The responses arrived fully formed, already shaped, already precise. They passed through my mouth without resistance, without ownership. I could hear myself speaking and feel genuine surprise at the clarity of it.
This wasn’t my intelligence.
It wasn’t memory or education or insight earned through suffering. The boy who had failed exams, who froze when police walked past, who still flinched at sudden noise did not have access to this level of coherence.
Something else was speaking through him.
Paracelsus had written it centuries earlier, stripped of drama and superstition: The spirit is the master, imagination the tool, and the body the plastic material. I understood that sentence viscerally now. My body was no longer rigid. My identity no longer brittle. I had become plastic. Soft enough to be shaped. Open enough to transmit.
The ego wasn’t gone forever. It was offline.
And in that absence, the signal came through clean.
Only later did I realise the parallel. The Oracles at Delphi didn’t speak because they were wise. They spoke because they inhaled the vapors until the personal self loosened its grip. The point wasn’t intoxication. It was clearance. Remove the obstruction and the voice arrives.
That is what I was doing.
Borrowing.
Not creating truth. Not owning it. Borrowing it. Letting something ancient and impersonal use my nervous system as a temporary instrument. The answers didn’t belong to me any more than music belongs to the flute.
For the first time, I understood what it meant to be a vessel.
And for the first time, I had no idea how dangerous that state really was.
[The Download]
I could feel it happening in real time.
A current was descending from the Above, entering through the crown of my awareness, filtering through the narrowing channels of my mind, and discharging itself into speech. I wasn’t thinking the words. I was receiving them. My mouth was downstream from something vast.
When I spoke, it wasn’t tentative. There was no searching, no hesitation. The sentences arrived with weight and inevitability, as if they had been waiting centuries for a tongue to land on. I spoke with the confidence of something old—something that did not need to prove itself.
I felt omniscient.
Not in the cartoon sense of knowing facts, but in the deeper way: I could feel the architecture. I could sense the golden circuitry of existence—the way every atom leaned toward every other atom, the way my friend’s laughter was not separate from the stars burning themselves to ash billions of miles away. Distance collapsed. Time thinned. Everything touched everything else.
I found myself explaining things I had never been taught.
I spoke about the unity beneath apparent division. About how the inner world mirrors the outer one with terrifying precision. About how consciousness folds back on itself like a serpent eating its own tail. I spoke of the heavens imprinting themselves onto the soul, and the soul unconsciously reenacting the heavens.
I was quoting the Hermetic Law—As Above, So Below—years before I would ever read the Emerald Tablet. I was speaking the grammar of Alchemy before I knew its alphabet. These ideas did not feel learned. They felt remembered.
That was the strangest part.
It didn’t feel like discovery. It felt like retrieval.
As if somewhere deep in the strata of my being, beneath trauma, beneath language, beneath culture, there was a buried library—and the fire had burned the locks off its doors. The knowledge wasn’t new. It was ancient. Familiar. Obvious in the way breathing is obvious once you stop panicking.
The Gold was moving.
It flowed through the Lead, not erasing it, but illuminating it from within. The heaviness that once dragged me toward death now anchored something luminous. The same density that had nearly killed me was becoming the weight that allowed meaning to take form.
I was no longer the boy who wanted to disappear.
I was a conduit.
A wire briefly allowed to carry current far beyond its rating. I tasted something that felt like immortality—not endless life, but existence beyond fear. A sense that whatever I truly was could not be reduced to a body, a passport, a diagnosis, or a moment of despair.
I didn’t yet understand the cost of this fire.
I only knew that for the first time, the universe was not silent.
And it was speaking through me.
[The Rental]
This is the danger of the Albedo:
It is a rental.
In the Rosarium Philosophorum, the alchemists warn of the Spiritus Volatilis—the volatile spirit. If the spirit is not fixed to the body through slow, disciplined work, it cannot stay. It will rise, evaporate, and vanish the moment the heat is withdrawn.
That is exactly what happened to me.
I was not transmuting Lead into Gold. I was spray-painting it. I had not purified the vessel through patience, prayer, silence, or the long labor of meditation. I had kicked the door of the Throne Room off its hinges with a chemical boot and helped myself to what was not yet mine to keep.
This wasn’t a moral failure. It was a mechanical one.
For years, I had encased myself in Lead just to survive. Numbness was my armor. Density was my defence. I had become a sealed system—a fortress designed to keep the cold out and the pain contained.
The Seraphim was not merely observing that system.
It was catalyzing it.
The high-frequency energy of the substances was forcing current through circuitry that had never been built to handle that voltage. The insulation was thin. The grounding was poor. There were no safety mechanisms in place.
And with every trip—every forced ascent, every chemically induced breach—the door didn’t just open.
It slammed.
Again and again.
I could feel it happening inside me. The fissures forming. Hairline fractures spreading through the structure of my identity. The Lead of my ego—the atheist, the victim, the immigrant, the mask—began to split under the pressure.
And through those cracks, the Light didn’t gently shine.
It burned.
Because fire does not care whether the vessel is ready.
It only cares whether it conducts.
[The Icarus Trap]
In the ancient texts, to “whiten” the metal, to enter the Albedo, you must apply intense heat. Not warmth. Not comfort. Heat strong enough to strip corrosion from matter, strong enough to force a change in its internal structure.
That is exactly what I felt happening inside my body.
It was not a gentle glow spreading through me. It was a searing pressure, like every nerve ending had been plugged directly into a live current. My jaw would clench without my permission. My spine would feel hot, almost painful, as if something was being driven upward through it. I was borrowing fire, not earning it. Using it like a desperate man holding his hands over an open flame just to stop the shaking.
In alchemical terms, the metal was whitening. In neurological terms, my brain chemistry was being flooded. The pineal gland, that tiny crystal buried deep in the centre of the skull, behaves like a piezoelectric sensor. Pressure creates charge. Trauma creates pressure. Chemicals amplify the signal. I was forcing voltage through a system that had never been properly grounded.
For a few hours, sometimes longer, it worked.
I would rise. The heaviness would lift. The grey film over the world would burn away. I would feel light, clear, aligned. My thoughts would come faster than I could speak them. My body would hum, like a transformer stepping down infinite power into something barely manageable.
But when the chemicals wore off, the heat vanished.
The Seraphim would fade back into the wallpaper. The rotating geometries would slow, then dissolve into plaster and shadows. The presence would withdraw without ceremony. The high-frequency hum would drop out, leaving only the low mechanical noise of existence.
And I would fall back into my body.
The return to the Lead was devastating.
It felt like gravity increasing overnight. My limbs would grow heavy. My chest would tighten. The air itself felt thicker, harder to pull into my lungs. I would wake up in the same room, on the same mattress, under the same ceiling, but now everything felt smaller. Dirtier. Further away from whatever truth I had touched.
Imagine flying closer to the sun than any human nervous system is designed to tolerate. Imagine feeling the heat of it on your face, the sense of total expansion, of being unbound from time and fear. And then imagine opening your eyes on a grey Tuesday morning, cold light leaking through cheap blinds, your body aching, your mind flooded again with unpaid bills, unresolved trauma, and the old familiar weight of yourself.
The contrast is not poetic. It is brutal.
I was Icarus.
I had strapped wings to my back with wax. Not with discipline. Not with prayer. With chemistry. With impatience. With arrogance disguised as hunger.
And now the wax was melting.
[The Fury]
The most dangerous part of the Albedo is not the ascent.
It is the landing.
This stage is defined by Fury.
Not rage in the cinematic sense. Not screaming or violence. Fury is quieter than that. It is a slow-burning resentment that lives in the chest. A pressure behind the eyes. A bitterness that turns inward and corrodes everything it touches.
I was furious that I couldn’t stay there.
Furious that the clarity was temporary. Furious that the unity dissolved. Furious that I had tasted something so real, so undeniable, only to be dragged back into my small life on a council estate. I became addicted not just to the substances, but to the memory of Truth. To the feeling of alignment. To the moment when the weight disappeared.
I was chasing Gold while living as Lead.
I was a tourist in heaven, but my passport kept expiring. And every return to my body felt like exile.
I would look at my family, my job, my daily routines, and feel a quiet hatred rise in me. Not toward them, but toward the limitation they represented. Toward the smallness of being human. Toward the fact that I still had to wake up, go to work, pay rent, and carry my unresolved pain like everyone else.
Why do I have to be this small?
 Why do I have to be trapped in this body, in this history, in this place?
Why do I have to be Lead when I know what it feels like to be Gold?
That resentment fed the depression instead of curing it. Each comedown sharpened the sense of injustice. Each return to normal consciousness felt like punishment. The more I reached upward, the harder gravity pulled me back down.
The Greeks understood this mechanism long before neurotransmitters had names.
They told the story of Prometheus, who stole fire from the gods and gave it to humanity. His punishment was precise, mechanical, and eternal. He was chained to a rock. Every day, an eagle would descend and tear into his liver. Every night, the organ would regenerate, just enough for the torment to begin again the next morning.
That was the comedown.
I had stolen the fire. I had forced open the door. I had seen what burns behind reality.
And now I was chained back to the rock of my ego. Back to my history. Back to my body. The eagle of my depression would descend, tearing through me, leaving me hollow. And by morning, I would heal just enough to repeat the process.
Again.
 And again.
 And again.
This is the danger of the Albedo.
Fire without grounding does not liberate the metal.
It fractures it.
[The Scarring]
The Light had cracked the Lead, yes. That part was real. The shell had split. The numbness had fractures running through it. But because I wasn’t ready, because I hadn’t done the slow, humiliating, boring labor of the Nigredo, the Light didn’t heal me.
It scarred me.
The cracks didn’t close cleanly. They cauterized. Every opening became a burn mark. Instead of softening, the metal blistered. I could feel it in my body before I could name it in my mind. My hands would shake for no reason. My jaw stayed tight even when I slept. My thoughts raced, then stalled, then raced again, like an engine redlining with no oil.
My nervous system was frying under the voltage I was forcing through it.
There is a limit to what the human body can conduct. Every wire has a rating. Every circuit needs insulation and grounding. I was bypassing all of that. Trauma had already stripped my insulation. The drugs acted like a power surge. High frequency energy was slamming into a system shaped by fear, poverty, and suppression. Synapses misfired. Sleep fragmented. My heart would pound at night as if it was trying to escape my chest.
I thought I was finding God.
In reality, I was burning the house down just to keep warm.
I was confusing intensity for transformation. Revelation for integration. I didn’t want to sit in silence and feel the grief in my bones. I didn’t want to endure the slow rebuilding of trust in my own body. I wanted acceleration. I wanted escape velocity. I wanted the Gold without paying its price in time.
I was brute-forcing the evolution of my soul.
Alchemy warns against this. So does biology. You cannot rush development without consequence. Muscles tear. Bones fracture. Minds split. I was trying to run a marathon by shooting myself out of a cannon. No pacing. No conditioning. Just raw propulsion.
It worked.
I covered the distance.
But I arrived at the finish line broken. Bleeding internally. Hyper-aware. Paranoid. Terrified of my own thoughts. The fire had moved me forward, but it had also left scorch marks everywhere it touched.
This is the hidden cost of stolen illumination.
If the vessel is not prepared, the Light does not redeem it.
It brands it.
[Alchemical Check]
Pause.
Put the book down for a second.
Before you read another word, check your temperature. Not with your hand. With your attention. Scan your body the way an engineer scans a machine under load. Notice your chest. Your jaw. Your breath.
The Albedo is the stage of Adrenaline.
It is the racing heart. The restless legs. The sense that you need more of something, even when you can’t name what that something is. It is the feeling of being awake but unsteady, lit up but not at peace.
Do you feel a current of Fury or Anger moving through your life right now? Not explosive rage, but a constant irritation, a pressure that never fully discharges. Do you feel driven, chased, or hunted by your own thoughts?
Ask yourself honestly.
Are you chasing a high because the silence of your normal life feels unbearable? It doesn’t have to be drugs. It can be success. It can be validation. It can be money, sex, attention, productivity, spiritual experiences. Anything that spikes the voltage just enough to drown out the quiet.
Do you feel the selfish pull of wanting to escape your reality instead of inhabiting it? The fantasy that somewhere else, someone else, some future version of you will finally feel complete?
That heat you feel is not a mistake.
That fire is necessary. It burns away the numbness of the Lead. It brings circulation back to places that went cold a long time ago. Without it, nothing changes. Without it, the metal stays black and inert.
But fire does not discriminate.
If you don’t learn to contain it, it will consume whatever it touches. It will burn your relationships. Your body. Your mind. Your sense of proportion. Fire is a good servant, but a terrible master.
We have melted the Lead.
Now, we must survive the burn.
[Alchemical Protocol II: Regulation of the Fire]
Purpose:
To prevent fracture during the Albedo. Fire must be contained before it can clarify.
Conditions:
Wakefulness. Stillness. No stimulation before or after (screens, music, conversation). The body must be calm before the protocol begins.
Procedure:
1. Assessment of Heat
Sit upright. Scan the body for signs of excess fire: racing thoughts, clenched jaw, pressure in the chest, agitation in the limbs. Do not suppress these signals. They are diagnostic indicators.
2. Localization
Identify where the fire concentrates most strongly. Chest, head, spine, gut. Place attention precisely there, as one would place a thermometer into a crucible.
3. Containment Without Ascent
Hold attention on the heated area without allowing it to rise upward or expand outward. Do not visualize light, ascent, awakening, or transcendence. The goal is stabilization, not elevation.
4. Grounding the Current
Bring awareness deliberately to the soles of the feet and the base of the spine. Imagine the excess charge draining downward into the ground. This is not symbolism; it is pressure redirection.
5. Cooling Phase
Allow the breath to lengthen naturally. Do not deepen it intentionally. Cooling occurs through patience, not control.
6. Termination
End the protocol while heat is still present but reduced. Never wait for total dissipation. Learning to stop is part of containment.
Duration:
5–10 minutes.
Frequency:
Only when signs of excess fire are present. Never more than once per day.
Warning:
Do not combine this protocol with intoxicants, fasting, breath retention, or visualization practices. Fire mixed with fire produces fracture.
Completion Criteria:
The protocol is successful when heat remains present but no longer drives behaviour or thought.
Only contained fire whitens the metal. Uncontained fire scars it.
Chapter 3
​PHASE II: ALBEDO (The Whitening)
​Chapter 3: The Earthquake
[The Abomination]
In the ancient alchemical texts, sometimes written not in the body of the work but scribbled in the margins of the Rosarium Philosophorum, there is a warning that every impatient student eventually learns too late:
Festina lente.
Make haste slowly.
The old masters understood something modern minds resist. Transformation has a speed limit. Heat must be applied gradually. Opposites must be married with care. If you raise the temperature too fast, if you combine volatile elements without a binding agent, you will not create Gold. You will not even create failure in a clean, instructive way.
You will create an Abomination.
Something neither solid nor liquid. Neither alive nor dead. A chaos-state that cannot be integrated. A substance that turns back on the one who made it.
I ignored this completely.
By this point, I was no longer treating my body like a temple or even like a home. I was treating it like a disposable test subject. A crash dummy thrown repeatedly into high-speed collisions just to see what would happen. I was young, reckless, and addicted not to pleasure, but to revelation. Addicted to tearing the veil. Addicted to forcing contact.
The Seraphim had shown me the sky, and I could no longer tolerate gravity.
The problem was the rental agreement. The experiences ended. The door closed. The Throne Room emptied itself the moment the chemicals wore off. I didn’t want visitation hours anymore. I wanted residency. I wanted to stay there. I wanted to own the altitude.
So I decided to engineer permanence.
I convinced myself this was intelligence, not desperation. That I was experimenting, not escalating. That I understood the machinery well enough to override its safeguards. I told myself I was refining the process.
What I was actually doing was violating every rule the alchemists had left behind for a reason.
I created a cocktail.
LSD to lift me upward, to dissolve boundaries and open perception. A heavy ketamine tranquilizer to weigh me down, to dull fear, to prevent the ascent from tipping into panic. And then cannabis, strong and sharp, to twist the angle of consciousness sideways, to blur the edges and stretch time.
Up. Down. Sideways.
No grounding. No intention beyond escape.
I wasn’t looking for God this time.
I was looking for oblivion.
I wanted the noise to stop. The pressure. The oscillation between heaven and collapse. I wasn’t trying to understand the motherboard of my soul anymore. I was trying to short-circuit it. To pull the plug without dying.
I swallowed. I inhaled. I lay back.
And something went wrong.
The elements did not harmonize. They did not balance each other out. They fought. The fire surged while the brakes were slammed. My nervous system didn’t know whether to accelerate or shut down. Signals crossed. Feedback loops spiraled.
Instead of ascent, there was rupture.
Instead of unity, there was fragmentation.
I did not find oblivion.
I found something much worse.
[The Rocket Launch]
The reaction wasn’t a drift.
It was a violence.
There is usually a rhythm to these things. A gradual loosening. A sense of lift. The familiar early signs. Walls breathing. Colours sharpening at the edges. A soft hand on the back of the mind saying, we’re going up now.
This was nothing like that.
This felt like I had been bolted to the side of a rocket that was already ignited, already shaking itself apart, launching without a countdown and without a destination. There was no preparation phase. No adjustment. One moment I was in my body, the next moment the floor dropped out from under reality.
The centrifugal force I described earlier wasn’t just present. It was turned against me.
It slammed through my nervous system like a weapon. My chest tightened instantly, breath catching halfway in. My heart began to race, not with excitement but with panic, hammering so hard it felt detached from rhythm, like it might burst through my ribs. My hands went cold and numb, fingers tingling as blood rushed elsewhere.
Then gravity broke.
I remember the exact sensation with terrifying clarity. The entire room leaned to the left.
Not visually. The walls didn’t tilt. The furniture didn’t slide. This wasn’t a hallucination you could laugh off. This was deeper. More mechanical. Something in my internal calibration failed completely.
It was a vestibular collapse.
My inner ear screamed that I was falling. Not metaphorically. Falling. Sliding. As if the axis of the earth itself had shifted forty-five degrees and I was no longer anchored to it. My body braced instinctively, muscles tensing, trying to correct for a movement that wasn’t happening.
My eyes told me I was sitting still.
My inner ear told me I was plummeting.
The brain cannot reconcile that contradiction.
Nausea surged instantly, hot and violent. My stomach flipped as if I’d been dropped from a height. Sweat broke out across my back and forehead. The room felt unstable, unreliable, like it could spill me out at any second.
It was the sensation of being on a ship in a hurricane, except there was no ocean, no sky, no external storm to blame.
The storm was inside my head.
The systems that tell a human being where they are in space, what is up and what is down, what is safe and what is falling, had lost synchronization. The vessel was no longer obeying physics.
And the launch had only just begun.
[The Melt]
Then, the melting began.
Instinct took over. I raised my hand to my face, slow and clumsy, trying to steady myself, trying to find something solid to hold on to. I was reaching for the familiar geometry of my own skull. The hard reassurance of bone. The idea that if my face was still there, then I was still there.
My fingers made contact.
I didn’t feel skin.
I felt warmth. Softness. Yielding resistance, like touching a candle left too close to a flame.
My face was sliding off my skull.
It wasn’t a visual distortion. My reflection didn’t warp in a mirror. This was somatic. Tactile. The map my brain uses to locate the body was dissolving in real time. My fingers sank into my cheek and didn’t meet structure beneath it. There was no edge. No boundary. Just a slow, sickening give.
In the Nigredo, the ego hardens into Lead. It becomes dense, defensive, heavy. In the Albedo, that shell is supposed to crack just enough to let the light in.
But this was not a crack.
This was liquefaction.
In this chemical earthquake, my identity wasn’t being invited to dissolve. It was being torn away before I had consented to let it go. My nervous system couldn’t keep up with the rate of change. The face I had worn my entire life, the anchor of recognition, was losing coherence beneath my hands.
I could feel my nose soften, losing its outline. My cheeks sagged inward, no longer attached to anything firm. My jaw felt like it was unhinging, melting downward, as if gravity itself had increased and my bones couldn’t support their own weight.
Panic surged.
I wasn’t ascending. I wasn’t shedding the ego with grace. I wasn’t dissolving into light like the mystics describe, cradled by love and meaning.
I was dissolving into nothing.
I was losing the container of “me” without having another form to fall into. No higher structure. No unity waiting on the other side. Just absence. Just spillover. The sense that whatever had been holding consciousness together had failed.
I could feel myself leaking.
Not blood. Not flesh. Awareness. Identity. The sense of being located anywhere at all. It felt like I was pouring out of my own head and onto the floor, spreading thin, losing definition, becoming a puddle of consciousness with no borders and no name.
There was no witness now.
Only the sensation of coming apart.
[The False Sound]
And then, the sound started.
It didn’t rise gradually. It snapped into existence, fully formed, like a switch had been thrown somewhere deep inside my skull. One second there was panic and silence, the next there was noise filling every available inch of awareness.
In the scriptures, when God speaks, the prophets describe it as the Sound of Many Waters. Ezekiel writes of it as a deep, rolling, oceanic presence. A frequency so vast it calms the body instead of overwhelming it. A sound that carries weight, order, gravity. The kind of resonance you feel in your chest before you ever hear it with your ears.
This was the inverse.
This sound had no depth. No warmth. No centre.
It was high-pitched. Razor sharp. It cut instead of enveloping. It drilled straight through my skull, bypassing thought and landing directly in the nervous system. It vibrated at a speed that felt wrong, too fast for biology, like something synthetic pretending to be alive.
It screeched.
Not like a single tone, but like layers of noise stacked on top of each other, all competing for dominance. It was manic. Erratic. Cruel in its rhythm. There was no pattern I could latch onto, no cadence to ride. Just relentless agitation.
It sounded like a radio that had overshot the station and landed in the static between frequencies. That dead zone where nothing human lives. The space where signals bleed into each other and meaning collapses into interference.
I recognized it.
I had heard the Intertwining Noise before, faintly, at the edges of other trips. But this was different. This was corrupted. Amplified. Weaponized. It was as if the sound had been stripped of harmony and left only with aggression.
It felt crowded. Overpopulated.
Like a thousand voices were screaming at once, overlapping, interrupting each other, speaking in a language that wasn’t meant for mouths. The pitch made my teeth ache. My temples throbbed. It felt like the sound itself could fracture glass, or bone, or thought.
There was something mocking in it.
Not laughter exactly, but a taunting quality. A sense of being watched and ridiculed for having come this far unprepared. As if I had knocked on a door I had no right to open, and this was the answer.
I closed my eyes.
I hoped for darkness. For relief. For the simple mercy of blackness behind my eyelids. I wanted to hide inside my own skull, to retreat from whatever I had triggered.
But the sound didn’t care whether my eyes were open or closed.
It wasn’t coming from the room.
It was coming from everywhere.
There was no escape.
[The Archons]
I closed my eyes, praying for the safety of the void. For emptiness. For silence. For the simple mercy of nothing.
But the void was occupied.
What followed wasn’t imagination. It wasn’t a dream bleeding into waking consciousness. There was no haze, no softness, no symbolic blur. This was something else entirely.
Full resolution hallucinations.
That is the only language precise enough to hold it. The images arrived fully rendered, instant and complete. No loading time. No distortion. Sharper than waking life. More detailed than the room I was lying in. If normal perception is grainy film, this was digital clarity. Edges cut clean. Colours over-saturated. Depth exaggerated. Everything too real.
I saw geometries.
But not the sacred kind.
These were not the interlocking wheels of the Seraphim. Not the balanced symmetry of mandalas or the calm, recursive order of higher visions. These shapes were jagged and hostile. Angles where there should have been curves. Structures that folded in on themselves without logic or beauty. They didn’t resolve into meaning no matter how long I stared at them.
They were sharp.
They felt sharp.
They pressed into my awareness like broken glass. There was a sense of intrusion, of violation. These forms didn’t exist to be understood. They existed to destabilize. To overwhelm. To confuse.
And there was something worse than their shape.
They were aware of me.
Not in a personal way. Not as individuals. More like a swarm noticing movement. I had the unmistakable sense of being seen, not as a soul, but as an opening. As a resource. As something that had accidentally made itself available.
The Gnostics wrote about this.
Before they were erased, before their texts were burned and their cosmology labeled heresy, they warned of entities they called Archons. They described them as inorganic, parasitic intelligences. Not born of flesh. Not connected to the Source. Mind-viruses that inhabit the space between realms. Feeding not on bodies, but on fear, fragmentation, and ignorance.
They believed the Archons could not create. Only distort. Could not generate life. Only hijack it.
Lying there, with my brain chemically forced open, I didn’t just understand the idea intellectually.
I was in the room with them.
The geometries shifted and rearranged themselves without rhythm. Patterns formed and collapsed before meaning could emerge. The visual field felt crowded, cluttered with intentionless motion. The sound from before threaded through it all, syncing with the images, amplifying the sense of chaos.
This wasn’t revelation.
It was interference.
I understood then, with absolute clarity, what I had done. Consciousness is a spectrum, like radio waves. Not every frequency carries music. Some carry noise. Some carry signals not meant for human receivers.
I had tuned my radio incorrectly.
I wasn’t receiving the signal of the Source. I wasn’t aligned with the current of unity. I had overshot coherence and landed in the static. In the lower bands. The place where signal decays into distortion.
The lower astral plane.
I hadn’t been invited here. I hadn’t earned access. I hadn’t prepared the vessel or learned the safeguards. I had kicked a door open and stumbled into a room that wasn’t designed for me.
I had touched a level of consciousness I was not authorized to enter.
And now, I didn’t know how to turn it off.
[The Thief and the Robber]
Why was this happening? Why had the Seraphim been profound, luminous, stabilizing, but this—this chaos—felt demonic, hostile, corrosive?
The answer was simple. Intent.
Not just what I had done, but why I had done it. The same act in different states of mind produces entirely different consequences. Alchemy, Hermeticism, mysticism—all of them insist on the alignment of heart and action. Without that alignment, even the purest catalyst can become poison.
The Gospel of John (10:1) says it more bluntly than any alchemical manual:
“Verily, verily, I say unto you, He that entereth not by the door into the sheepfold, but climbeth up some other way, the same is a thief and a robber.”
I was the thief.
I hadn’t knocked. I hadn’t prepared. I hadn’t purified myself through the slow burn of meditation, prayer, or reflection. I had ignored the rules, skipped the cautions, and barreled straight into the Kingdom with a bag of pills, a joint, and a mind desperate for results.
I hadn’t entered through the Door. I had climbed over the wall.
I thought I was discovering Heaven. I thought I was borrowing Light. I thought I was expanding consciousness.
I was looting.
And the Kingdom—like any intelligent system, like any machine calibrated to preserve itself—was defending itself.
It hit back. It didn’t negotiate. It didn’t warn. It didn’t pause.
It attacked the part of me that thought it could cheat the process. The part of me that wanted results without preparation, transformation without patience.
I felt it everywhere: the jagged geometries pressing into my vision, the high-pitched static screaming into my skull, the overwhelming, alien intelligence that saw through every corner of my mind.
The Kingdom wasn’t cruel. It was precise.
And I had stepped into a war I didn’t know how to fight.
[The Broken Coherence]
The problem was a failure of equilibrium.
Not morality. Not punishment. Not madness in the way people like to dismiss these experiences. This was mechanical. Structural. A systems failure.
In Alchemy, the Great Work depends on what the old texts call the Chemical Wedding. The union of opposites. The marriage of the Sun and the Moon. The Sun is the Heart. The Moon is the Brain. Feeling and thought. Electricity and magnetism. Current and container.
When I saw the Seraphim, that union was intact.
My heart and my brain were coherent. They were oscillating together, locked into the same rhythm. My nervous system could carry the voltage because the signal was clean. Fear was present, but it wasn’t driving. Meaning was present, and it was stabilizing.
But now, under the influence of the cocktail, that coherence was gone.
I was in pure dissonance.
My heart was in full survival mode. One hundred and forty beats per minute, sometimes more. I could feel it slamming into my ribs, hard enough to shake my whole torso. Each beat sent a shockwave through my chest and into my throat. My body was convinced it was dying and was doing everything it could to escape.
At the same time, my brain was betraying me.
Sedated by the tranquilizers, my thoughts felt thick and sluggish, like they were moving through syrup. But layered on top of that sedation was the ignition of the psychedelics. Sparks firing without pattern. Images collapsing before they could form. Logic dissolving mid-sentence. My mind was neither awake nor asleep. Neither alert nor calm.
It was melting.
The two engines of my soul were no longer aligned. The heart was screaming run. The brain was slurring nowhere to go. One accelerating, the other dissolving. One pure panic, the other pure fragmentation.
They were spinning in opposite directions.
The substances didn’t balance each other the way I had arrogantly assumed they would. They didn’t cancel out. They amplified the contradiction. They turned my internal landscape into a fault line.
What I felt wasn’t elevation.
It was an earthquake.
I felt my soul being torn out of my body. Not gently. Not symbolically. Not like a hand slipping out of a glove. This was violent. Crude. Like a tooth being ripped from a jaw without anesthetic. A wet, wrenching sensation deep in the core of my being, as if something essential was being yanked loose before the body was ready to let go.
I was still strapped to that rocket.
My face was melting. The screeching static of the Archons was drilling into my skull. My heart was trying to escape my chest. My mind had lost its ability to organise reality.
And in that moment, with absolute certainty, I believed I had finally done it.
I had gone too far.
I had crossed a line that could not be uncrossed. I had forced open a door that does not close again. I wasn’t afraid of dying.
I was afraid that I had permanently broken the machine.
My machine.
The only vessel I had.
[The Surrender]
I lay there gripping the sheets like they were the last solid objects left in the universe.
The fabric was damp with sweat, twisted tight in my fists. My knuckles ached from the pressure, but the pain was grounding. Pain meant a body. A body meant I hadn’t fully slipped through whatever crack had opened beneath me. I counted my breaths because time had stopped behaving normally. Seconds stretched like hours. Minutes collapsed into nothing. I wasn’t living anymore. I was surviving in fragments, riding out the blast wave, waiting for the rocket to finally lose fuel and fall back to earth.
I didn’t pray for enlightenment anymore.
That hunger had been burned out of me.
I didn’t pray for visions or truth or unity or God. I prayed for boredom. I prayed for the dull ache of an ordinary afternoon. I prayed for the kind of normal life I had spent years resenting. A quiet room. A steady heartbeat. Thoughts that lined up properly, one after another, instead of exploding all at once.
I begged for gravity.
My promises were desperate and specific. If you let me land, I thought, if you let this end, I will never do this again. I won’t force my way in. I won’t kick down the door. I won’t steal fire. I will stay small if that’s the price. I will accept being human. I will accept the Lead.
There was no voice that answered me. No Seraphim. No geometry. Just the slow, merciful return of sensation to its proper scale.
Eventually, the static softened. The screaming frequencies thinned out. The sense of falling eased into a heavy exhaustion. My heart rate slowed enough that I could stop monitoring it every second. Thought returned in broken pieces, then in short sentences, then finally in something resembling coherence.
I hadn’t ascended.
I had survived.
That was my last psychedelic experience.
Not because of a rule or a resolution, but because something in me finally understood the lesson at a cellular level. You cannot steal the Gold. You cannot ambush the sacred. You cannot break into the King’s throne room with shaking hands and a blade in your pocket and expect anything but violence in return.
The Alchemists were right. The mystics were right. The warnings were never symbolic.
The Gold does not respond to force.
It responds to preparation.
If there was going to be a next phase of this journey, it couldn’t be powered by chemicals or adrenaline or theft. I couldn’t rent heaven anymore. I couldn’t keep borrowing fire and pretending the burns were wisdom.
If the Seraphim was real, then so was the Door.
And if there was a Door, then there was a Key.
I had to find another way.
I had to earn it.
[The Siege]
The explosion didn’t end quickly. That was the real cruelty of it. Chemicals don’t respect clocks. They stretch time until it becomes a punishment.
In the outside world, hours were passing in neat, measurable units. Night leaning toward morning. Darkness thinning. Somewhere, buses were starting their routes and bakers were unlocking shutters. But inside my head, whole eras were grinding past each other. Civilizations rose, argued about gods, collapsed into dust, and were buried beneath the next one. I wasn’t thinking in sentences anymore. I was trapped in loops of sensation. Fear feeding on itself. Thought echoing thought until nothing felt anchored.
When it finally loosened its grip, I didn’t stand up and walk away from that night. I crawled out of it.
Something had been burned into me. Not a memory in the normal sense, but a mark. Like touching a hot stove and knowing forever what that heat means. There was a scorched place in my mind where coherence used to live, a dark fingerprint pressed into the grey matter. Whatever I had brushed against in that static-filled realm hadn’t just scared me. It had left residue.
I knew I couldn’t sit alone with it.
Isolation had always been dangerous for me, but now it felt lethal. I needed a tether to this world. Something solid. Something that existed before the drugs, before the depression, before the language of Alchemy ever gave shape to my suffering. I needed a reminder that reality had weight and history and witnesses.
I picked up my phone with hands that still felt wrong, like they were slightly out of phase with the rest of me.
I called Muhammed.
He wasn’t just a friend. He was the person my nervous system trusted. The one who made the world feel navigable. We had met in primary school, two immigrant kids dropped into England with accents, packed lunches that smelled different, and a shared awareness that we were slightly out of place. We learned the rules together. We learned when to speak and when to stay quiet. We became fluent in the same survival language.
He was my co-pilot in the matrix.
I dialed his number because my mind reached backward, searching for proof that the glitches weren’t always hostile. That altered perception didn’t always mean danger. I remembered the last time we had seen the veil thin together, and how beautiful it had been.
We had gone on a trip with my girlfriend at the time and her best friend. Just kids really, pretending we were older than we were. We climbed up to a mausoleum on a hilltop before dawn, the ground still cold and damp under our shoes. The sky was pale and undecided, that soft grey-blue that comes right before the sun commits to existing.
When the sun broke the horizon, we stared straight at it.
We shouldn’t have been able to. Everything I’d been taught said it would hurt, that it would blind us. But it didn’t. The light didn’t stab or burn. It felt thick. Radiant. Like a pressure moving through the chest rather than the eyes. It wasn’t painful. It was intimate.
And then we saw it.
The sun didn’t rise smoothly. It didn’t glide into place like it does in textbooks or time-lapse videos. It loaded in. Layer by layer. Segment by segment. Like a high-resolution image struggling to render on a bad connection. The edges flickered. The disc hesitated. The world stuttered.
All four of us saw it.
That was the important part. It wasn’t private. It wasn’t something I could dismiss as my own brain misfiring. We looked at each other without speaking, the shared recognition hanging in the air. The simulation had lagged, and we had caught it in the act. In that moment, standing on that hill with the cold biting our faces, I felt safe. Not because reality was stable, but because it was shared. Because whatever this world was, we were in it together.
Now, lying twisted in my bed, that same sense of glitch had turned feral.
The static wasn’t luminous anymore. It was invasive. I wasn’t standing on a hill watching the sun misbehave. I was trapped inside the malfunction. And I needed the man who had seen the beautiful glitch with me to pull me back from the ugly one.
It was 6:00 AM.
The English morning was trying, half-heartedly, to arrive. A weak light pressed against the curtains, filtered through mist and cloud. The world looked washed out, like it hadn’t finished loading either. My phone felt heavy in my hand as it rang.
I woke him up.
I didn’t explain Archons or alchemy or frequencies. I didn’t have the strength, and I didn’t need to. The panic carried its own meaning. My voice sounded thin, stretched, unfamiliar even to me.
“I need you,” I said.
There was a pause on the line. Then breath. Then recognition.
“I’m losing it.”
[The Green Frequency]
We went to the park.
I couldn’t stay inside my room another second. The air in there had turned poisonous, saturated with panic, sweat, and the echo of that night. Every wall felt like it remembered what I had done. My bed wasn’t a place of rest anymore; it was the crater where the rocket had hit. I needed motion. I needed distance. I needed to prove to my body that the world still extended beyond those four stained walls.
In Alchemy, the vessel matters. In radio physics, the same rule applies. If the signal is distorted, you don’t scream at the static. You move the receiver. You change position. You adjust orientation. You look for clean bandwidth. My nervous system was still shrieking, locked onto the wrong frequency, and the only thing I knew for certain was that staying still would kill me.
So I walked.
My legs felt borrowed, slightly delayed, like commands were traveling through syrup before reaching the muscles. The morning was cold in that distinctly English way, not sharp enough to be dramatic, just persistent. Damp air crept into my lungs. The pavement was slick. Each step grounded me a fraction more, the repetitive impact reminding my body of gravity, of friction, of here.
We sat on a bench in the park, surrounded by wet grass and bare branches. The trees stood indifferent and ancient, uninterested in my metaphysical crimes. That indifference was a mercy.
Nature doesn’t argue. It doesn’t interpret. It doesn’t hallucinate.
The earth hums at its own pace. The Schumann Resonance, 7.83 hertz, the background pulse generated between the planet’s surface and the ionosphere. The heartbeat of the ground itself. Whether or not you believe in the poetry of it, the biology is real. Human nervous systems evolved inside that frequency. We entrain to it whether we like it or not.
Within minutes of sitting there, something loosened.
The pressure in my skull eased. The manic edge softened. The presence I had felt all night, that sense of being crowded by unseen observers, thinned out. The Archons couldn’t hold their shape here. They belonged to closed rooms, glowing screens, chemical storms, artificial intensity. Against trees, dirt, and cold air, they evaporated. Static dissolves when you remove the interference.
But the door wasn’t fully closed.
As I sat there, shivering slightly, my body still catching up with itself, I looked at the space between Muhammed and me. Not at him, but at the air he occupied.
The shapes were still there.
Not solid. Not threatening. But undeniable.
Holographic tracers hung in the space as he moved his hands while talking. Thin neon outlines followed his gestures a fraction of a second behind, like the world was lagging. When he turned his head, the motion smeared softly, as if reality needed more processing power than it currently had available. Time-space felt elastic, slightly delayed, rendering in chunks.
It was the same phenomenon as the sun at the mausoleum.
The same glitch.
Except now, instead of terror, there was context. I wasn’t drowning in it anymore. I was watching it from the shore, wrapped in a coat, morning light filtering through bare branches. An hour earlier, I had been convinced I had permanently broken my mind. Now I was sitting on a park bench, watching hallucinations drift harmlessly through the air like afterimages.
The contrast was disorienting.
Muhammed didn’t stare at me. He didn’t ask diagnostic questions. He didn’t try to drag me back to normality with logic or lectures. He just sat there, solid and present, breathing at a human pace. His weight on the bench mattered. His silence mattered. He occupied space confidently, anchoring it.
That was the medicine.
Not insight. Not explanation. Mass.
He was the counterweight. The heavy stone tied to my ankle that kept me from floating off again. While my mind was still buzzing, still overclocked and unstable, his presence reminded my body how to be a body.
I survived the earthquake.
But sitting there, watching the green absorb the last of the static, I understood something with absolute clarity. Not as a philosophy. As a rule.
I could never force the door open again.
Whatever waited beyond it was real, yes. Powerful, yes. But without preparation, without grounding, without patience, it didn’t turn Lead into Gold.
It turned the vessel into shrapnel.
[Alchemical Check]
Pause.
Breathe.
Feel where you are sitting. Notice the weight of your body pressing into the chair, the floor, the ground beneath you. Notice that gravity is still working. That you are still here.
We are leaving the Phase of Fire now.
Up to this point, everything has been heat. Adrenaline. Acceleration. The violent tearing-open of perception. The Albedo burns fast and bright, and it convinces you that intensity is the same thing as truth. It isn’t. Fire reveals, but it also destabilizes. It strips insulation off the wires. If you stay in it too long, the signal degrades into noise.
Before we go any further, you need to identify your Anchor.
When the world tilts to the left, when your chest tightens for no clear reason, when your thoughts start looping and the volume inside your head climbs past what you can manage, who do you reach for? When the “bad trip” of life hits, not from chemicals but from grief, pressure, loneliness, or fear, what keeps you from drifting?
Is it a person who can sit with you without fixing you?
A place where your nervous system calms before your mind understands why?
A memory that reminds you that reality has been safe before, and can be again?
An Anchor is not a distraction. It is not an escape. It is mass. It is something heavy enough to counterbalance the ascent. Without it, exploration turns into dissociation. Insight turns into panic. Depth turns into drowning.
If you are trying to explore the depths of your soul without an Anchor, you are not brave. You are unprotected. You are drifting in open ocean without a life raft, mistaking motion for progress.
Find your Muhammed.
Find your Park.
Because where we are going next, Phase III, is quieter. Subtler. The signal there does not scream. It whispers. And if you are not grounded, if your feet are not firmly on the earth, you won’t hear it at all.
Alchemical Protocol 3 – Phase II: Albedo (Checklist Version)
Objective: Stabilize and integrate after dissonance; strengthen the vessel; prepare for Phase III.
---
1. Acknowledge the Earthquake
Notice panic, fragmentation, dissociation.
Do not resist; observe body and mind signals.
2. Locate the Anchor
Identify a person, place, or memory that provides stability.
Sit or visualize with the Anchor.
Repeat internally: “I am present. I am supported. I am not alone.”
3. Stabilize the Vessel
Engage with gravity: feet on ground, hands on stable surfaces.
Breathe slowly: 4 counts in, 6 counts out.
Optional: rhythmic movement (walking, tapping, rocking).
4. Observe the Residue
Note residual hallucinations or anxiety (“static”).
Name them; do not interact.
Recognize these as signs of overextension.
5. Reestablish Coherence
Track heart (pulse) and brain (simple tasks).
Reconnect feeling and thought, body and mind.
Allow coherence to emerge gradually.
6. Acceptance & Surrender
Accept limits: the Gold cannot be stolen.
Commit mentally: “I will not force the process. I will earn access. I will respect the vessel.”
7. Record & Anchor
Journal experiences: sensory, emotional, cognitive.
Reinforce Anchor through reflection or memory.
8. Phase Transition
Pause, breathe, observe gravity and weight.
Recognize the end of Fire.
Maintain contact with Anchor until coherence is restored.
---
Warnings:
No chemical shortcuts.
Avoid isolation during instability.
Archons/interference are symptoms, not enemies.
Respect vessel and speed limits.
Outcome:
Ego stabilized, dissonance integrated.
Vessel reinforced.
Ready for Phase III: subtle integration.
Chapter 4
​PHASE II: ALBEDO (The Whitening)
​Chapter 4: The Tuning
[The Soror Mystica]
In the old alchemical manuscripts, the ones written in cramped Latin and illustrated with figures that look more like dreams than diagrams, the same image appears again and again. You see it in the Rosarium Philosophorum. You see it in the Mutus Liber. A crowned King and a crowned Queen stand facing one another, sun and moon pressed close, their bodies beginning to merge into a single, two-headed being. The Rebis. The Divine Double. Not a metaphor for romance, but for stability.
The alchemists understood something that took me years of pain to learn. Fire alone cannot finish the Work. Sulfur by itself is brilliant, visionary, inspired, but it is also reckless. It flashes, it surges, it consumes its own fuel. Left unchecked, it does not become Gold. It becomes smoke. To hold the reaction, to keep the heat from tearing the vessel apart, you need Mercury. Water. Something cool, adaptive, grounding. Something that knows how to contain.
They called this balancing force the Soror Mystica. The Mystical Sister.
She was not merely a lover in the modern sense. She was the stabilizing field. The counterweight. The one who kept the alchemist from exploding under his own revelations. Without her, the texts warn, the work turns toxic. The visions accelerate. The psyche fractures.
After the earthquake, after the night my mind slipped its gears and I tasted what chaos really was, my nervous system never fully settled back into place. I walked through the days buzzing, hyper-alert, like I was still strapped to the rocket even though it had already crashed. Sleep was shallow. My thoughts ran hot. Every sensation felt amplified, raw, too close.
And into that instability, the universe sent me her.
I didn’t meet her during a ceremony or a vision. There was no thunder, no choir, no sign from the sky. She arrived quietly, like rain soaking into dry ground before you realise it’s started. She was not an angel in the way I had been chasing angels. No wings. No fire. No geometry. What she had were roots.
While I was still living in my head, bouncing between theories, symbols, and chemical shortcuts to transcendence, she was fully here. In her body. In her breath. In the room. She moved through the world with an ease that confused me at first. Not numbness. Not ignorance. Presence.
The frequency she carried was something I had never encountered in all my searching.
Safety.
Not the brittle safety of control. Not the safety of locked doors, contingency plans, or intellectual certainty. This was a different kind of safety. Spacious. Calm. Like standing in an open field where nothing is trying to ambush you. Like your nervous system finally being allowed to unclench.
She didn’t argue with me. She didn’t try to diagnose me or fix me. She had no interest in the Archons, the Seraphim, or the places I’d been when my consciousness tore loose from its moorings. I could talk about them if I wanted, but she never leaned forward with hunger or fear. She listened, and then she returned to chopping vegetables, walking barefoot on the floor, laughing at something ordinary.
At first, that unsettled me. I was used to intensity being the proof of truth. If something wasn’t overwhelming, wasn’t destabilizing, I assumed it was shallow. Being around her challenged that assumption at a level deeper than logic. My system started to downshift just by proximity. My breath slowed without effort. The static thinned out.
She showed me, without ever saying it outright, that real spirituality does not scream. It does not demand your nervous system be sacrificed as an offering. It is not found in manic breakthroughs or in forcing open doors that are meant to be approached slowly. True alignment is quiet. Clean. Integrated. You can live inside it.
She was Earth.
And I was still Fire.
Without her, I am certain I would have burned myself down to nothing, chasing one more revelation, one more hit of meaning, one more stolen glimpse beyond the veil. She didn’t extinguish the fire. She gave it a hearth. A place to burn without destroying the house.
This was the beginning of the Tuning.
[The Diet of Daniel]
Being around her made something uncomfortable impossible to ignore. My mind had been cracked open, yes, but the vessel itself was filthy. I could feel it. I was trying to run a high-voltage current through a wire coated in grease, stress, and old residue. Sparks everywhere. No clarity. No stability. The Lead was not just psychological. It was biological. It was sitting in my gut, in my blood, in the tension of my jaw and shoulders.
Alchemy is never just symbolic. The body is part of the experiment.
I realised that no amount of insight would matter if the machine itself was clogged. So I stopped theorizing and did something embarrassingly simple. I changed what I put in my mouth.
I became a vegetarian.
For nine months, I cut out meat entirely. No flesh. No blood. No industrial animal fear packaged in plastic and sold under fluorescent lights. This wasn’t a moral awakening, and it definitely wasn’t a social identity. I didn’t lecture anyone. I didn’t feel superior. I treated it like a laboratory adjustment. Change one variable and observe the system.
It was mechanical. It was physics.
I had been consuming death without realizing it. Not metaphorical death. Literal stress hormones. Adrenaline locked into muscle tissue at the moment of slaughter. Cortisol. Panic. The biochemical memory of an animal realizing it was about to die. I had been ingesting that and then wondering why my nervous system felt permanently agitated, why my thoughts raced, why stillness felt impossible.
Ancient people understood this without microscopes.
Pythagoras, the same man who gave the world its most basic geometric law, required his students to abstain from meat. This wasn’t because he was sentimental. He believed density mattered. That animal flesh weighted the system downward, blunting perception. He spoke of the “Music of the Spheres,” the idea that reality itself hums in mathematical harmony, and that a polluted body cannot hear it. You don’t hear subtle frequencies with clogged ears.
The same instruction appears, quietly, in the Bible.
In the Book of Daniel, when the young prophet is taken into the court of Babylon, he refuses the King’s meat and wine. He asks instead for pulse and water. Vegetables. Simplicity. After ten days, the text says he and his companions appear healthier, clearer, wiser than the astrologers and magicians who feasted at the royal table.
That line always bothered theologians. It sounds too practical. Too biological.
But the reason is obvious once you feel it in your own body. Daniel wasn’t ingesting terror. He wasn’t eating adrenaline. He wasn’t filling his system with compressed fear. He was eating light. Sunlight, captured by plants through photosynthesis and turned into matter without passing through a nervous system soaked in panic.
When I made the switch, the effect wasn’t subtle.
Within weeks, it felt like a constant background noise had shut off. The heaviness in my stomach lifted, like a stone dissolving into warm water. My body felt less aggressive, less braced for impact. I stopped waking up already tense. My thoughts slowed down, not into dullness, but into coherence.
It was like trying to tune a radio through thick static, hands shaking on the dial, never quite landing on the signal. And then suddenly, the static dropped out. No effort. No force. The signal was just there.
The Lead in my gut began to melt. Not through fire, not through chemicals, but through cleanliness. Through subtraction. My mind started to rise in frequency, not in manic spikes, not in borrowed revelations, but in a steady, sustainable way. No Seraphim. No Archons. Just clarity.
For the first time, I wasn’t forcing the Work.
I was preparing the vessel.
[The Receiver]
It was in the quiet weeks that followed, in the absence of chemicals and noise, that I finally understood what people mean when they talk about awakening. Not the fireworks version. Not the trembling, wide-eyed sermons or the cosmic downloads shouted over music and smoke. This was different. This was clean.
This was the real Buddha Stage.
There was no rush in it. No urgency. No need to explain myself to anyone. I would sit alone and feel a precise, almost surgical clarity settle in. My thoughts slowed, not into emptiness, but into order. One thought at a time. Each one complete. Each one landing where it was supposed to land. It felt less like thinking and more like listening.
The body was calm enough to support it now. My heart wasn’t racing. My stomach wasn’t tight. My breath went all the way down without resistance. For the first time in my life, my nervous system wasn’t screaming in the background.
That’s when Tesla’s words stopped being poetic and became literal.
“My brain is only a receiver, in the Universe there is a core from which we obtain knowledge, strength and inspiration.”
I could feel the truth of that sentence in my skull.
Thoughts weren’t being manufactured inside me like products on a factory line. They were arriving. Whole. Fully formed. Dropping into awareness the way a radio signal locks into place when you finally hit the right frequency. The effort wasn’t in thinking. The effort had always been in getting out of the way.
The universe, I realised, is not quiet. It never has been. It is broadcasting constantly. Information, patterns, solutions, warnings. Most people just never hear it. Their antennas are bent under chronic stress, flooded with cortisol. Their circuits are clogged with toxins, sugar, alcohol, adrenaline. Or they’re pointed straight at the ground, tuned permanently to fear, survival, and distraction.
I had spent years blasting the receiver with voltage, forcing the signal open with chemicals. Now I had done something far more effective. I had cleaned it.
With the static gone, the transmission came through on its own. Sharp. Stable. High definition. Not dramatic, not overwhelming. Just accurate. It felt like someone had quietly adjusted a dial I didn’t know existed, and suddenly reality made sense at a structural level.
There was no voice telling me I was special. No entity congratulating me. No sense of being chosen. If anything, the opposite. I felt replaceable. Interchangeable. Like any human nervous system, tuned correctly, could access the same stream.
That was the humility of it.
I wasn’t generating wisdom. I wasn’t channeling secrets meant only for me. I was simply no longer interfering. The antenna was upright. The receiver was clean. And the signal had been there the entire time, waiting.
[The Absolute Truth]
As the static cleared, the Truth didn’t arrive with drama. There was no announcement. No thunder. It settled in the way gravity does. Quiet. Unarguable. Already there before you notice it.
It wasn’t a belief. Beliefs can be argued with. This couldn’t. It had the weight of a physical law.
Something in my head began to shift. Not violently, not explosively like it had under psilocybin, but slowly, patiently. The Pineal Gland. The so-called Third Eye. I could feel it as a pressure, deep and central, behind the bridge of my nose. A subtle warmth, like blood finally reaching a limb that had been asleep for years.
It opened the way a flower opens. Not because it wants to, but because the conditions are finally right.
There was no rush of visions. No fireworks. Just clarity.
And in that clarity, my atheism didn’t get defeated. It dissolved. It became unnecessary. You don’t argue with gravity once you’ve felt yourself fall.
I realised that the God I had rejected as a teenager never existed in the first place. The old man in the clouds. The cosmic judge with a beard and a temper. That was a children’s diagram, a cartoon used to point at something far more precise.
God is Source Energy.
Not metaphorically. Mechanically.
The same underlying force that hums through atoms, that bends spacetime, that lights stars and fires neurons. The single current running through every wire in existence. The One electricity powering the entire machine.
I would look at a tree and the word “tree” stopped working. I didn’t see wood or leaves or bark anymore. I saw energy slowed down to a patient rhythm, vibrating just enough to hold its shape. Photosynthesis wasn’t a biology lesson. It was light being caught and turned into matter.
I looked at my hand and felt the same thing. Not flesh as an object, but energy organised into muscle, bone, and nerve. A temporary structure held together by charge and information. Alive only because the current was still flowing.
I looked at the night sky and felt awe without distance. The stars weren’t decorations pinned to a ceiling. They were the same process I was made of, just turned up to a violent scale. Energy collapsing, igniting, tearing itself apart, and beginning again.
All is One.
That sentence stopped being spiritual language and became a literal description of reality. Separation wasn’t evil or sinful. It was practical. A trick of biology. Our senses carve the universe into pieces so we can survive inside it. But underneath that interface, there are no edges.
There is one ocean of energy.
Everything else is a wave.
People, planets, trees, thoughts. Temporary rises in the same field. We appear, we hold our shape for a while, and we fall back in. No loss. No judgment. Just movement.
I understood then why loneliness had always felt wrong at a cellular level. Why exile hurt more than hunger. Why the council estate felt heavier than the forest. It wasn’t nostalgia. It was coherence. I had once been tuned to the whole and then dropped into fragmentation.
This was the Absolute Truth.
Not that we are special, but that we are not separate. Not that we are gods, but that we are expressions. Shards of a single mirror, scattered across the cosmos, each one convinced it is alone, each one reflecting the same source light from a different angle.
And for the first time since childhood, I wasn’t searching anymore.
I was remembering.
[The Telepathy]
This wasn’t just something I believed anymore. It was doing things.
Once the idea of separation collapsed, it didn’t stay politely in the realm of philosophy. It started changing how reality behaved around me. Or maybe how I was allowed to notice it. When you stop insisting that minds are sealed boxes, the walls get thin very quickly.
I remember one night clearly. A small room. Dim light. Two bodies sitting still, but the air between us felt charged, thick, almost viscous. There was no music playing, no distractions. Just attention. I was in a heightened state, not tripping in the chaotic way anymore, but sharpened. Awake. My body calm, my mind alert, my heart open enough to stay coherent.
It felt like the space between us had turned into water. Every thought sent a ripple.
He leaned forward and looked straight at me. There was a challenge in his eyes, but also curiosity. Not mocking. Testing.
“Read my thoughts,” he said.
Normally, this is where people start guessing. Cold reading. Fishing. You look for micro-expressions, you throw out vague statements and see what sticks. I didn’t do any of that. I didn’t search his face. I didn’t calculate.
I stopped thinking altogether.
If the Absolute Truth was real, then there was nothing to cross. No distance to bridge. His mind wasn’t over there and mine over here. They were movements in the same field. Different eddies in the same current.
So instead of reaching outward, I went still.
“Say something in your head,” I told him.
He closed his eyes. The room went silent. I wasn’t waiting in the way you wait for an answer. I was listening in the way you listen for your own name being called in a crowd. Relaxed, alert, open.
And then it arrived.
Not as a whisper. Not as an image. As a sentence. Whole. Clear. Fully formed. It didn’t have the texture of my inner voice. It didn’t sound like me. It felt dropped in, like a message appearing on a screen you weren’t looking at a second ago.
I love you.
It landed without emotion at first. Just information. Clean. Undistorted.
I opened my eyes and looked at him.
“I love you,” I said.
The reaction was immediate. Violent. He shot up from the chair like he’d been shocked. His face drained of colour. His mouth hung open, caught between laughter and fear. Whatever skepticism he had been holding onto collapsed on the spot.
He didn’t ask how I did it.
He didn’t accuse me of guessing.
He knew.
And in that moment, something flooded my chest. Not pride. Not triumph. Bliss. The kind that has weight to it. The kind that steadies instead of inflating. It wasn’t about being right. It was about being shown.
This wasn’t a trick.
It was a confirmation.
The Law of One wasn’t poetic language. It wasn’t a metaphor for kindness or empathy. It was an operating principle. When the Lead dissolves enough, the illusion of privacy thins. Thoughts aren’t owned. They’re shared phenomena, passing through different nervous systems like signals moving through different antennas.
We are not separate.
“Me” and “You” are conveniences. Survival interfaces. The walls feel solid only while the Lead is thick. Once it softens, even slightly, you start to see what’s always been happening underneath.
The miracle wasn’t that I read his mind.
The miracle was realizing how often we already do, without noticing.
[The Human Clock]
It didn’t stop with thoughts.
Once the signal locked in, it began to express itself through time.
I would be moving through my day without checking a watch, without thinking about schedules or minutes, and then a number would simply appear in my mind. Not as a guess. Not as curiosity. As certainty.
Fourteen thirty-two.
I would pull my phone from my pocket. 14:32.
At first I laughed it off. Coincidence. Pattern-hunting. The brain is good at that. But it kept happening. Not once or twice. Constantly. I would wake from sleep and feel the urge to check the time.
11:11.
I would be mid-conversation, feel a quiet internal nudge, glance at a clock across the room.
3:33.
Late at night, half-distracted, half-elsewhere, the number would rise uninvited.
22:22.
I started testing it. I stopped looking at clocks entirely. I let hours pass. I waited for the flash. When it came, I checked. Every time, I was within four minutes. Usually closer. Sometimes exact.
This wasn’t intuition in the vague sense. It felt mechanical. As if my body had synced itself to a larger oscillation, like a wristwatch locking onto a radio signal. My nervous system wasn’t guessing the time. It was feeling it.
Carl Jung had a word for this. Synchronicity. An acausal connecting principle. Not cause and effect, but alignment. The inner world and the outer world moving together, like gears meshing without touching.
It didn’t feel magical. It felt precise.
Time stopped being something external, something imposed by clocks and schedules. It became a pressure, a rhythm. I could sense where the sun was even indoors. I could feel the day turning, the same way you feel hunger before you see food.
The numbers themselves mattered less than what they represented. Repetition. Pattern. Order. The universe wasn’t random noise. It had structure. Timing. Mathematics humming beneath the surface.
It felt like the universe was checking in.
You’re aligned.
You’re listening.
You’re on the beat.
There was no ego in it, at least not at first. I didn’t feel chosen. I felt tuned. Like a radio finally adjusted out of static. When the dial is right, the song doesn’t struggle to reach you. It’s just there.
This was the Flow state people talk about but rarely define. Not productivity. Not hustle. Alignment. When action, perception, and timing line up so cleanly that resistance drops away.
I could feel the Gold moving.
Not fully formed. Not fixed. But present. Conductive. Alive.
This was the Albedo at its peak. The whitening. The moment when the Lead has softened enough to let the current through, but before the heat becomes dangerous again.
I didn’t know it yet, but I was standing on a threshold.
Balanced.
Connected.
In sync.
And like all perfect states in Alchemy, it couldn’t last forever.
[The Thorns]
But the modern world is a jealous god.
It doesn’t scream. It doesn’t threaten you with hellfire. It suffocates you slowly. It pulls you back down with weight, routine, and reasonable concerns. It doesn’t mind spirituality as long as it stays theoretical. As long as it doesn’t interfere with productivity.
It wants you plugged in. Logged on. Consuming.
Jesus understood this mechanism perfectly. In the Parable of the Sower, he doesn’t blame demons or evil forces. He blames distraction.
“And the care of this world, and the deceitfulness of riches, choke the word, and he becometh unfruitful.”
That choking is not dramatic. It’s incremental.
At first, nothing seemed wrong. I didn’t fall from grace overnight. I didn’t suddenly lose the signal. I just started making small, sensible compromises. I focussed on my career. I told myself I needed stability. I began measuring my worth in numbers again. Income. Progress. Trajectory.
The Lead crept back in wearing a suit.
I stopped eating clean because it was inconvenient. I told myself protein mattered more than sensitivity. I skipped meditation because I was tired. I replaced silence with background noise. Podcasts. Music. The low hum of urgency that makes you feel busy even when you’re doing nothing important.
The Soror Mystica drifted out of my orbit. Not through conflict, but through neglect. I chose the city over the field. Movement over stillness. Ambition over alignment.
The change showed up first in my mind.
That open, spacious headspace I had lived in began to fill. Thoughts stacked on top of each other. Planning. Worry. Rehearsing conversations that hadn’t happened yet. The clean signal I used to catch without effort now had to fight through interference.
The receiver didn’t break. It corroded.
The synchronicities slowed. Then stopped. I would feel the impulse to check the time, look at my phone, and feel nothing. Just numbers doing what numbers do. No wink. No resonance.
I would sit with friends and strain for the old connection, the shared field, the quiet knowing. Nothing came through. Just words. Just faces. Just separation again.
The silence returned, but not the sacred kind.
The grey came back.
That was the most painful part. Not losing the abilities, but remembering them while they faded. Knowing what coherence felt like, and feeling myself drift out of phase with it. Like slipping out of rhythm with a song you once danced to effortlessly.
I hadn’t lost the Truth.
I had lost the frequency.
And that distinction mattered. Because once you’ve tasted the Gold, you can’t convince yourself it was imaginary. You can doubt your worthiness. You can doubt your discipline. But you can’t doubt the reality of what you’ve seen.
The seed had already been planted too deep to be uprooted.
Even as I sank back into routine, even as the Lead thickened again, something in me stayed alert. Watching. Waiting. I knew this wasn’t the end of the Work. It was a pause. A holding pattern.
The universe hadn’t abandoned me.
It was patient.
It was waiting for the moment when the noise would collapse under its own weight. When the distractions would exhaust themselves. When the night would get quiet enough again for the signal to cut through without interference.
It was waiting for 3 AM.
[Alchemical Check]
Pause for a moment.
Not intellectually. Physically.
Let your shoulders drop. Let your jaw unclench. Notice your breath without trying to fix it. Just notice whether it’s shallow or deep. Fast or slow. That alone will tell you where you are in the Work.
Have you ever brushed against a higher frequency?
Maybe it wasn’t dramatic. Maybe you didn’t see angels or hear voices. But there was a stretch of time when things lined up too cleanly to ignore. You thought of someone and they called. You kept catching the same numbers on clocks, receipts, license plates. 11:11. 2:22. 4:44. Not once, but persistently, like a pattern insisting on being seen.
Think back. How did your body feel during that period?
Were you cleaner then? Eating better. Drinking less. Sleeping deeper. Spending more time in silence, in nature, or simply alone with yourself. Did your mind feel spacious instead of crowded? Did decisions come easier, without overthinking? Did life feel like it had rhythm again?
That state is not luck.
That is the Albedo.
It is the phase where the receiver has been cleared enough to pick up the signal. Where the Lead hasn’t been burned away completely, but it’s been softened. Where the static drops low enough for the broadcast to come through.
And if that feeling is gone now, that doesn’t mean you’ve failed.
It means you’ve been living in a world designed to pull you out of coherence.
Careers compress attention. Stress bends the antenna. Constant stimulation floods the circuits. None of this makes you weak. It makes you normal.
The important thing is this: the frequency doesn’t disappear.
The station never stops broadcasting.
You don’t need to chase the feeling. You don’t need to force it with chemicals or extremes. You don’t need to become someone else.
You tune back in the same way you tuned in before. By lightening the load. By cleaning the vessel. By creating enough internal silence for the signal to be heard again.
The Gold isn’t gone.
You’ve just drifted slightly off-channel.
And the dial can always be turned back.
Alchemical Protocol 4 – Phase III: Citrinitas (Checklist Version)
Objective: Integrate insight into daily life; refine perception; convert experience into usable wisdom.
---
1. Reduce Intensity
Eliminate excess stimulation (noise, screens, substances).
Favor consistency over novelty.
Choose rhythm over peak experience.
2. Establish Daily Order
Fix waking and sleeping times.
Eat at regular intervals.
Introduce one simple, repeatable routine (walk, stretch, prayer, journaling).
3. Clarify the Signal
Identify one insight that survived the previous phases.
Write it in a single sentence.
If it cannot be stated simply, it is not yet integrated.
4. Separate Insight from Inflation
Observe urges to preach, explain, or prove understanding.
Practice silence where possible.
Let behaviour change before language does.
5. Ground Meaning in Action
Translate insight into one concrete behaviour change.
Small, observable, repeatable.
Example: better boundaries, improved sleep, honest communication.
6. Monitor Subtle Distortion
Watch for spiritual bypass, dissociation, or superiority.
If present, return immediately to body-based grounding.
Remember: clarity feels calm, not urgent.
7. Strengthen the Container
Maintain social contact.
Keep the Anchor active.
Balance solitude with ordinary human interaction.
8. Record Without Obsession
Journal briefly, no more than one page per day.
Focus on patterns, not drama.
Stop if writing becomes compulsive.
9. Patience Test
Do nothing extraordinary for seven days.
No seeking, no forcing, no escalation.
Allow meaning to settle naturally.
---
Warnings:
Citrinitas is subtle; forcing it collapses it.
Insight without embodiment decays into fantasy.
Stability is progress, not stagnation.
Outcome:
Perception clarified.
Ego softened but intact.
Vessel prepared for Phase IV: lasting union without loss of ground.
Chapter 5
Chapter 5 — PHASE III: RUBEDO
(The Solar King)
[The Accidental Laboratory]
The Rubedo—the final reddening of the Work—did not arrive because I had earned it.
It didn’t descend as a medal for discipline or purity. It didn’t crown me for spiritual hygiene or moral cleanliness. I hadn’t fasted. I hadn’t purified my diet or posture or thoughts. I hadn’t starved myself into holiness or memorized sacred diagrams. There was no monastery, no lineage, no teacher nodding in approval.
It came because I didn’t know what I was doing.
That night, I wasn’t a mystic. I wasn’t searching for God. I wasn’t even optimistic. I was just awake at 3:00 AM, suspended in that exhausted-overstimulated limbo where the body is begging for sleep but the mind won’t shut its mouth. My nervous system was buzzing—raw, overshot—like a power grid running past capacity. Eyes dry and aching. Jaw clenched. Thoughts skipping tracks, unable to settle long enough to mean anything.
It was a Tuesday. Nothing mythic about it. No thunder. No wind rattling the windows. No sense of ceremony. Just another long, grey English Tuesday bleeding into Wednesday without asking permission. I’d spent the night doing what we all do when we don’t want to be alone with ourselves: button presses, missions, objectives, points. Bright pixels flickering in the dark, drip-feeding dopamine to keep the silence from noticing me.
Eventually, even distraction gets tired.
Around 3:15 AM, something inside me simply stopped pushing. Not a breakdown. Not despair. Just a quiet mechanical surrender, like a machine reaching thermal limits and shutting itself off before it burns out. I powered down the console. The screen went black.
The room changed instantly.
The electronic hum vanished, and the silence rushed in—not gently, not gradually, but all at once. Like air collapsing into a vacuum. It had pressure. Density. It felt as though the room itself had been holding its breath and finally let it go.
I stood up and drank water straight from the tap. Cold enough to sting my teeth. Heavy when it hit my stomach. Real. I brushed my teeth on autopilot, mint sharp and medicinal, staring at my reflection without really seeing it. Bloodshot eyes. Flat affect. The face of someone who had survived things, not someone seeking transcendence. I didn’t linger. I didn’t know this was the last time that version of me would feel stable or familiar.
I went back to bed.
No prayer. No intention. No ritual diagram chalked on the floor. Just exhaustion and habit. Muscle memory guiding me under the covers.
What I didn’t know—what I couldn’t have known—was that I had just engineered, completely by accident, the exact neurological conditions mystics, neuroscientists, and lucid dreamers call Wake Back to Bed.
A sleeping body.
 An awake mind.
By interrupting the REM cycle, I had wandered into a threshold state where the brain is flooded with dream chemistry—acetylcholine high, rational inhibition suppressed—while attention remains alert. The front door of consciousness was locked.
But the back door was wide open.
This is the gate monks spend decades training to approach. The space dream yogis cultivate with discipline and terror. The liminal zone where signals from deeper strata of consciousness stop whispering and start speaking at full volume.
I hadn’t trained for it. I hadn’t asked permission.
 The laboratory was prepared.
I just didn’t know the experiment was about to begin.
[The Tuning]
The silence that filled the room wasn’t empty. It was dense—thick enough to press against the ears, like altitude or underwater depth. My body had turned to Lead. Heavy. Absolute. Glued to the mattress as if gravity had been dialed up a notch. The weight wasn’t unpleasant—it was precise, intentional.
My mind, meanwhile, was awake. Alert. Sharpened to a point. Gold.
Then the urge came.
Not a thought. Not a plan. It rose from below language—from the chest, from the gut. A pull, undeniable and physical.
Pray.
I hadn’t prayed in years. The idea should have triggered irony or embarrassment. It didn’t. The skeptic was offline. The analyst had clocked out. Whatever part of me usually narrates experience had stepped aside.
I spoke inwardly, with the voice that vibrates inside the skull rather than through the mouth.
“Jesus, I am ready to observe you.”
No pleading. No deal-making. No desperation. Just alignment.
The moment the intent formed, something collapsed. Like a waveform snapping into place. Possibility hardened into presence.
The Observer Effect was no longer a metaphor.
[The Fuse Box]
Immediately, my body locked.
Every muscle seized at once—jaw, neck, chest, hands, feet. I tried to move. Nothing responded. Commands went out and came back unanswered. The body had disconnected from voluntary control.
This was REM atonia—the ancient safety mechanism that keeps dreamers from acting out their dreams. In the past, this state had meant terror. Suffocation. Panic. The frantic attempt to claw back control.
This time, there was no fear.
This wasn’t an attack. It was containment.
The Lead had been immobilized so it wouldn’t crack under load. The nervous system—fragile, biological, finite—was being protected. Hardware locked down so the current could pass through without frying the circuit.
The system had flipped into safe mode.
[The Interface]
Then the sound began.
Not through the ears. Through the bones.
My teeth vibrated. The skull hummed. The spine felt like a tuning fork struck by something massive and precise. It wasn’t loud. It was total.
Inside that vibration, He was already there.
The Solar King.
 The Brown Man.
Not entering the room. Not arriving from elsewhere. Simply revealed—as if a filter had been removed.
He was the interface. The compression algorithm. The translation layer between my small, mammalian nervous system and raw, unfiltered Source. My brain could not perceive infinity. It could perceive Him.
Paralysis held the body steady. Frequency tuned the mind. Resistance dissolved without effort. The Lead didn’t shatter—it liquefied, impurities rising cleanly to the surface.
I wasn’t learning anything.
I was being remembered.
[The Solar King]
Then—light.
Not illumination, not brightness, but a bleaching of the room itself. The walls, the air, the concept of space dissolved into a viscous radiance that felt thick enough to move through. Boundless. Saturated.
He stood at the centre—human in outline, impossible in substance. Burnished copper skin. Hair like molten gold, flowing as if obeying a different gravity. A robe white beyond spectrum, absolute rather than reflective.
Light radiated from Him like a collapsing star—immense, total—yet it did not burn. It revealed.
I couldn’t see Him. Vision failed. What remained was registration. Sensation without distance. Gold. Fire. Pressure. Rubedo. The Reddening.
Lead melted.
 Mercury flowed.
Unity snapped into place.
Mind, body, heart—collapsed into coherence. Observer and observed fused. The room, the body, the identity—all folded inward until there was only one luminous point of being.
The One.
 The All.
[The Cosmic Joke]
And then—
Back.
The vibration ceased. The ceiling reassembled. Darkness returned. Gravity resumed its usual strength. My heart slammed against my ribs like it had narrowly missed catastrophe.
The Lead was gone.
I didn’t scream. I didn’t weep. I laughed—short, sharp, uncontrollable.
The joke landed fully formed: years of chaos, self-destruction, chasing, numbing, breaking myself against the world. And all that had been required was coherence. Readiness. One clean sentence of intent.
“Let me see you.”
The suffering hadn’t been punishment. Just misunderstanding. The universe wasn’t cruel—it was instructional. Life wasn’t a courtroom.
It was a sandbox.
Lead exists only to be transformed.
I had always been the Stone.
[The Recipe: Alchemical Protocol 5]
The greatest discoveries are rarely forced. They arrive sideways—through accident, distraction, carelessness. Fleming didn’t plan penicillin. Newton didn’t summon gravity.
They noticed what happened when conditions aligned.
So can you.
Step 1 — The Separation (Timing)
 Set an alarm for 4.5–6 hours after sleep onset.
The Alchemy:
 REM chemistry dominates. The body is sedated. Rational control thins. Lead sinks. Mercury rises. The threshold forms.
Step 2 — The Awakening (The Spark)
 Stay awake for 20–60 minutes. Engage logic gently—read, meditate, play a game.
The Alchemy:
 The observer wakes while the body remains inert. Intent sharpens into frequency.
Step 3 — The Return (The Induction)
 Lie supine. Do not move. Occupy the mind lightly—count breaths, repeat a neutral phrase.
The Alchemy:
 REM atonia engages. The body sleeps. The mind stays awake.
 The door unlocks.
Chapter 6
Chapter 6
PHASE IV: PROJECTION (The Marketplace)
Chapter 6: The Descent
[The Grey Morning]
The problem with enlightenment is that you still have to pay the rent.
I woke up expecting the laws of things to be different. Not dramatically—no choirs, no thunder—but subtly. I expected the sky to lean bluer than usual, the air to feel lighter in my lungs, the world to hum with that low, golden coherence I had been submerged in just a few hours earlier. I expected after.
Instead, England was still England.
The ceiling above me was the same nicotine-stained white, faintly cracked where the building had settled over decades of cheap repairs and quieter disappointments. The light leaking through the gap in the curtains was the colour of wet concrete. Not grey exactly—tired. The kind of grey that soaks into things and never quite dries out. Damp clung to the inside of the windowpane, blurring the council estate outside into a smeared watercolour of brick, rusted railings, and satellite dishes bolted on like tumors.
My mouth tasted metallic. Old pennies and sleep. The back of my tongue felt scorched, as if I’d been chewing on tinfoil all night. My eyes burned when I opened them, gritty and dry, the residue of too many screens and not enough rest. Whatever chemical cocktail had carried me through the night had drained away, leaving behind a dull, hollowed-out skull.
The radiator clanked. Once. Twice. Then settled into its familiar, uneven rattle—the sound of heat struggling through old pipes, the sound that usually meant ignore it or you’ll have to call the landlord. The fridge hummed from the kitchen, that constant low electrical whine like tinnitus for the poor.
The Solar King was gone.
The paralysis was gone. The sound—the oceanic roar that had filled my bones and rearranged my internal furniture—was gone. The warmth that had pooled behind my sternum, thick and golden and undeniable, had receded. Not vanished entirely. Receded. Like a tide pulling back and leaving the beach colder than before.
In its place was an ache.
Not pain. Not despair. Something sharper and cleaner. A hollow pressure in the centre of my chest, as if a cavity had been excavated there overnight and left exposed to the air. I lay still for a moment, testing myself, scanning internally for residue. Goosebumps rose on my arms for no reason. My heartbeat felt louder than usual, like it was knocking on the inside of my ribs.
And then the clock on my phone glared back at me.
Late.
Of course I was late.
This is the part the old books don’t bother with. The Summa Perfectionis will walk you through the transmutation of Lead into Gold, but it doesn’t explain how to carry that Gold onto the London Underground at rush hour without getting it trampled. It doesn’t prepare you for the indignity of fluorescent lighting after revelation, or how to listen to grown adults argue about printer toner when you have just watched the architecture of reality dissolve.
I swung my legs out of bed. The floor was cold, damp through the thin carpet. My knees cracked when I stood. Whatever had happened in the night, my body was still a body—cheap hardware, aging joints, calcium debt.
The shower coughed itself awake. The water came out lukewarm, fluctuating between tepid and mildly insulting because the boiler had been “acting up” for months. Steam filled the small bathroom, beading on the mirror until my reflection dissolved into a blur. I stood there longer than necessary, letting the water hit the back of my neck, trying to rinse the residue of something that didn’t wash off.
And that’s when the grief hit.
Sudden. Clean. Sharp.
Not depression—I knew that terrain intimately, knew the taste of it, the way it flattened colour and sound. This was different. This was longing without despair. A homesickness so precise it felt surgical. Sehnsucht. The ache for a place you’ve only just remembered exists—and have already been expelled from.
A few hours earlier, I had been home. Not metaphorically. Not poetically. Functionally. I had stepped back into something original, something that felt like a default state I had wandered away from by accident and spent decades compensating for.
Now I was naked in a council-flat bathroom, shivering slightly, watching water spiral down a stained drain.
I dressed quickly. Cheap shirt. Work trousers still faintly smelling of last week’s rain and train seats. The fabric felt heavier than usual, like gravity had been turned up a notch. As I tied my shoes, I noticed my hands trembling—not fear, not excitement. Residual charge. Like a device unplugged too quickly.
Coffee burned on the hob while I wasn’t paying attention. The smell went acrid, bitter enough to sting my sinuses. I drank it anyway. Scalded my tongue. Grounded myself in it. Burn as proof.
By the time I stepped outside, the estate was awake in its usual way. Not lively—operational. Doors slamming. A baby crying somewhere above me. The smell of wet concrete and last night’s cigarettes. Everyone moving with purpose but no direction, faces already set to neutral.
I locked the door behind me and stood there for half a second longer than necessary, keys cold in my hand.
Just an IT engineer. Just a man with a train to catch.
And somewhere deep inside my chest, beneath the ache and the exhaustion, something small and steady remained—like an ember banked under ash, refusing to go out.
[[The Secret Weight]
I walked to the station with my head down against the drizzle, collar pulled up, hands buried in my pockets. The rain wasn’t heavy enough to justify an umbrella—just persistent, needling, the kind that seeps rather than falls. It slicked the pavement into a dull mirror, oil and water mixing into rainbow sheens that reflected the amber streetlights still burning out of habit, like they hadn’t gotten the memo that morning had already arrived.
Usually, this walk was combat.
I’d have my headphones clamped over my ears, volume just shy of painful, bass thudding hard enough to blur my thoughts. Music as armor. Music as a wall. My shoulders would be hunched, jaw tight, eyes flicking from shadow to shadow, measuring other people for threat or judgment or inconvenience. I would be bracing myself, layering on the Lead—irritation, suspicion, detachment—anything to keep the soft, reactive parts of me from scraping raw against the city.
The world, on a weekday morning, has teeth.
But today, I didn’t put the headphones on.
They stayed in my pocket, cold and unused. I let the street leak in. The hiss of tires slicing through wet asphalt. The clack of someone’s heels behind me, uneven and rushed. A bus exhaling at the curb. Somewhere down the road, a siren winding up and then cutting off abruptly, like it had remembered it was too early for drama.
None of it stabbed. None of it demanded.
It just… passed through.
That was the first sign something fundamental had shifted.
I still felt heavy—but not with fatigue. Not with the bone-deep exhaustion that usually made my limbs feel like they were filled with sand. This was different. This was density without drag. A weight that sat low in my body, behind the navel, pulling me downward in a way that felt stabilizing rather than oppressive.
Ballast.
The alchemists had a name for it: the Secret Weight. The mass of the Stone. Once you’ve touched something absolute—once your internal reference point has been recalibrated—part of it stays with you. Not as ecstasy. Not as revelation. As gravity.
You don’t float anymore. But you don’t get knocked over as easily, either.
Each step felt deliberate. My feet met the pavement with certainty, soles slapping wet concrete in a steady rhythm. I wasn’t rushing, even though I was still technically late. The urgency that usually gnawed at my spine—the sense of being chased by the clock, by expectations, by invisible auditors—was muted. Not gone. Muted. Like someone had turned the gain down.
At the station entrance, I swiped my ticket. The barrier beeped—sharp, mechanical, louder than it had any right to be. The sound cut cleanly through the fog in my head. I stepped through the turnstile and onto the platform.
Packed.
Bodies pressed into bodies, coats brushing, elbows negotiated without words. The air was thick with the smell of wet wool, cheap aftershave, stale coffee, and that faint metallic tang that always hangs around electrified rails. Condensation clung to everything. Breath rose in small clouds and vanished.
Everyone stood with their shoulders raised, necks tense, eyes locked downward into glowing rectangles. Thumbs flicking. Scrolling. Refreshing. Hunting.
Dopamine hits. Outrage. Envy. Fear.
A week ago—hell, yesterday—I would have been doing the same thing. Head bowed, jaw clenched, silently cataloging annoyances. The man coughing too loudly. The woman whose bag took up more space than her body. The kid watching videos without headphones. Every irritation another layer of Lead slapped on for protection.
Today, I just watched.
I watched the coughing man. His skin was greyish under the station lights, stretched tight across his cheekbones. His jaw was locked like he was holding something back—pain, panic, words. Each cough looked like it hurt. Not theatrically. Structurally. Like his nervous system was already overdrawn.
I felt an impulse rise up so suddenly it startled me.
To touch his shoulder.
Not to fix him. Not to heal him. Not to perform. Just to acknowledge him. To say, without words: I see the load you’re carrying.
I know, I wanted to tell him. I know it’s heavy.
The thought scared me enough that I tightened my grip on the pole and stayed where I was.
Because that’s the trap.
The moment you confuse clarity with authority, the moment you think seeing more makes you more, the Gold curdles. It turns back into Lead wearing a shinier mask. You become the guy who’s “awake,” the one who needs others to be asleep so the hierarchy stays intact.
I didn’t want that. I didn’t need that.
So I stayed silent. I stayed ordinary.
The train screamed into the station, metal on metal, a sound that usually made my teeth ache. Wind rushed down the platform, stirring coats and newspapers. Doors slid open. Bodies surged. I was carried along without resistance, folded into the mass.
Inside the carriage, it was worse—closer, warmer, louder. Someone’s elbow pressed into my ribs. A bag dug into my thigh. The rails shrieked as we lurched forward into the tunnel, lights flickering past the windows in harsh, stuttering bursts.
I closed my eyes.
Not to escape. To stay.
I let the rocking of the train move me. I let the noise crash and recede. I let the weight in my belly hold me steady while everything else rattled and strained.
No miracles. No proclamations. No sermons.
Just the practice.
Chop wood. Carry water.
[The Test]
The real test didn’t happen in the dark, or in the silence, or under the weight of cosmic fire.
It happened at 11:30 AM, under fluorescent lights that buzzed like trapped insects, in a meeting room that smelled faintly of dry-erase markers, burnt dust, and ozone from overworked electronics.
This is where revelations go to die.
We were in the middle of a server migration that had gone sideways in the most boring, expensive way possible. Nothing dramatic. No explosion. Just systems talking past each other, processes hanging, logs filling up with red errors that meant someone was about to be blamed.
The client was angry. You could feel it hanging over the room like humidity—emails escalating in punctuation, CC lists growing longer with every reply. Legal-adjacent language creeping in.
My manager was pacing.
He had that specific kind of restless energy I’d come to recognize over the years: panic wearing a business-casual disguise. Shirt sleeves rolled up not because he was ready to work, but because he wanted to look like someone who could work if forced. His face was flushed, a splotchy red creeping up his neck. His jaw worked constantly, chewing on stress like gristle.
“It needs to be done by noon,” he snapped, spinning toward me mid-pace. His voice was pitched high, tight, sharp enough to cut. “Why isn’t this fixed? What were you doing all morning?”
There it was.
The moment.
The Old Me—the Lead Me—knew this choreography by heart. My nervous system would have reacted before my mind caught up. Adrenaline spike. Chest tightening. That familiar hot flush crawling up my throat, equal parts shame and rage. The primitive calculus would kick in immediately: attack or submit.
Sometimes I’d argue. Fire back with technical details like weapons, voice rising, trying to regain dominance. Sometimes I’d fold. Apologize reflexively. Take responsibility for things that weren’t mine just to make the aggression stop, to get the heat off my skin.
Either way, I would lose.
I felt the trigger engage anyway. The body remembered. A tightening in the solar plexus, like a fist closing around a cable. Heat gathering. Muscles preparing for impact. The animal bracing itself for a fight it had fought a hundred times before.
For a fraction of a second, I hovered right on the edge of it.
And then—
The Secret Weight engaged.
Not dramatically. Not like a shield slamming down. More like a clutch disengaging.
The anger was still there. The sensation still rose. But it didn’t hook into me. I wasn’t inside it. I was standing just behind it, watching it assemble itself piece by piece. The tightness. The heat. The old stories lining up, ready to deploy.
Oh, I thought, with a strange, almost clinical clarity.
Here is fear.
That alone was new.
I looked at my manager again. Really looked. Not through the old lens of hierarchy and threat, but as if the situation had been stripped down to its mechanics.
I didn’t see a tyrant. I didn’t see an enemy.
I saw a scared middle-aged man whose sense of safety was tied to KPIs and deadlines. A man worried about his bonus. About his performance review. About the mortgage payment that didn’t care whether the migration succeeded or failed. His nervous system was swimming in cortisol, looking for somewhere—anywhere—to dump the pressure.
He wasn’t attacking me.
He was leaking.
The room went quiet. That heavy, anticipatory silence where everyone else is holding their breath, waiting to see which version of you shows up. The combative one. The apologetic one. The one who cracks.
I felt my feet inside my shoes. The cheap carpet under them. I took one slow breath—not performative, not calming, just functional. Somewhere in the background, like an afterimage burned into the retina, I remembered the sensation of that light at 3 AM. Not the vision. Just the weight of it. The coherence.
“We can’t finish by noon,” I said.
My voice surprised me. It was quiet. Flat. Not defensive. Not aggressive. Just… accurate.
“But we can stabilize the core function by one,” I continued, “and have the remaining services migrated by close of business. That keeps the client operational.”
No excuses. No blame. No emotional residue.
Just data.
My manager stopped pacing. Actually stopped—mid-step, like he’d run into an invisible wall. He looked at me, genuinely confused. His system had been expecting resistance. Something to push against. Something to escalate.
I had given him nothing to grab.
“Fine,” he muttered after a beat, the fight draining out of his posture like air from a punctured tire. His shoulders sagged. “Just… just get it done.”
And that was it.
The meeting dissolved. Chairs scraped. People avoided eye contact the way they always do after tension spikes and releases too quickly. I walked back to my desk.
My hands weren’t shaking. My heart wasn’t racing. My jaw wasn’t locked.
Nothing magical had happened. The server was still broken. The work was still tedious. The world hadn’t been redeemed.
But the internal war—the constant, grinding friction of ego against ego, fear against fear—had stopped.
That’s when it landed.
The Gold wasn’t a superpower. It didn’t bend reality. It didn’t make people kinder or systems smarter or mornings easier.
It just made things transparent.
You could see the machinery. See how everyone was just running scripts written by old wounds and unmet needs. See how little of it was personal. How rarely it ever was.
And once you could see that—
You didn’t have to join the play.
[[The Failure]
But the Lead is stubborn.
It doesn’t vanish forever just because you melted it once. It doesn’t thank you for the fire and politely stay gone. Lead remembers its shape. It wants to cool. It wants to harden again. It wants to be heavy.
By 4:00 PM, the weight was gone.
Not all at once. Not dramatically. It leaked out of me over the course of the afternoon, slow and unnoticed, like heat bleeding from a radiator you forgot to turn back on. The sugar crash from a vending-machine lunch set in—too much glucose, not enough substance. My stomach felt hollow and sour at the same time. The fatigue from the night before finally caught up, landing behind my eyes like a dull instrument.
The fluorescent lights began to drill into my skull.
That particular office lighting—flat, merciless, humming just below audibility—has a way of stripping the world of depth. Everything becomes two-dimensional under it. Faces flatten. Time stretches. The air feels thin, recycled too many times. I could feel the beginnings of that familiar jagged headache forming, the one that feels less like pain and more like pressure, as if someone were slowly tightening a band around my temples.
The Gold thinned out.
I didn’t notice it leaving. That’s the trick. You never notice when you’ve slipped. There’s no alarm. No internal voice saying warning: coherence failing. You just wake up one thought too late and realise you’re already back inside the machinery.
Then the email came.
A new message notification. A small sound. Insignificant. A chime no louder than a dropped coin.
It might as well have been a gunshot.
The email was short. Carefully worded. Polite on the surface. Passive-aggressive in the way only professionals manage to be. It cc’d my manager. It framed a missed deadline as a “communication issue.” It implied, without stating outright, that I had dropped the ball.
It was definitely his fault.
I felt it instantly—the flare. Hot, sticky, familiar. Like someone had struck a match inside my chest and held it there. The warmth climbed fast, up my throat, into my face. My shoulders tensed. My jaw locked.
“You piece of shit,” I muttered at the screen.
There it was.
The Old Me didn’t ask permission. It didn’t wait for analysis. It surged forward like it had been waiting all day for an excuse. My fingers hit the keyboard hard, keys clacking too loudly in the quiet office. Each sentence came out sharp, edged, designed to wound.
I wanted to hurt him. I wanted to be seen as right. I wanted to win.
I laid it all out—timestamps, logs, facts sharpened into weapons. Sarcasm slipped in. Then accusation. Then that unmistakable edge of contempt that pretends it’s professionalism but isn’t fooling anyone.
Three paragraphs in, my heart was pounding. My breathing had gone shallow. I could feel the blood in my ears.
And then—
I caught myself.
Not with grace. Not gently. It was more like slamming into a wall you didn’t see coming. One moment I was in motion, the next I was frozen, fingers hovering over the keys.
My hands were shaking.
I stared at them, pale under the office lights, veins standing out. My jaw ached from how tightly I’d been clenching it. The heat was still there, buzzing, demanding discharge.
Where did the King go?
The question landed heavy and stupid and sincere.
I scanned inward, looking for that ballast, that centre of gravity that had anchored me on the platform that morning. It wasn’t there. The Secret Weight was gone. I was light again in the worst way—tossed around, reactive, brittle.
Back in the Lead. Back in the density.
It had taken less than ten hours.
I didn’t send the email. I deleted it. Highlighted the whole thing and hit backspace until the screen went blank again.
But the damage was already done.
The shame came next—not loud, not explosive, but thick and suffocating. It settled over me like damp clothing you can’t take off. I slumped back in my chair, spine collapsing, energy draining out through my feet into the cheap carpet.
I thought I was fixed. I thought I was done. I thought the Rubedo meant I wouldn’t feel this small, this petty, this human again.
I had mistaken a vision for a verdict.
That’s when it hit me—not as an insight, but as a kind of quiet grief.
It isn’t permanent.
The mountain top is not a residence. It’s a weather event. You don’t move in there. You get struck by lightning, you see the horizon laid bare, and then gravity does what gravity always does.
The vision is a gift.
The integration is a job.
You don’t get to keep the fire burning at full intensity forever. You have to carry embers. You have to tend them. And sometimes, you forget, and the fire goes out, and you’re standing there in the cold wondering how it happened so fast.
You have to come down.
And down here, in the valley, things are wet and muddy and unfinished. People send emails like knives wrapped in politeness. You get tired. You get hungry. You snap. You forget what you saw.
The Work isn’t about staying in the light forever.
It’s about how quickly you can remember it when the dark comes back.
How fast you can stop typing.
How fast you can delete the email.
How fast you can notice the Lead cooling around your heart—and choose, again, to put it back in the fire.
[The Anchor]
I left work early.
Not dramatically. No confrontation, no announcement. I just shut down my terminal, slid my badge into my pocket, and walked out while the office was still humming at half-speed. The kind of early exit that feels vaguely illicit, like you’re skipping school even though you’re an adult and nobody is actually stopping you.
I needed mass.
Not church. Not prayer. Not transcendence. I’d had enough of that for one lifetime. I needed weight. Texture. Friction. Something solid enough to push back against me and remind me that I still occupied a body, that I still lived in a world governed by knees and weather and time slots.
I needed proof that I wasn’t crazy.
But I also needed proof that I wasn’t a saint.
The park was damp, the way English parks always are—grass darkened by constant rain, soil compacted into something closer to sponge than earth. The sky hung low and grey, not threatening rain, just existing in that perpetual state of almost. Pigeons strutted like they owned the place. A dog barked somewhere in the distance, bored more than angry.
Muhammed was already there.
Same bench. Same trees. Same faint smell of rot and wet leaves underneath everything. The bench had that familiar unevenness, one slat slightly warped so you always leaned a little to the left if you didn’t correct for it.
He was eating a sandwich.
No ceremony. No reverence. Just paper crinkling, bread compressed by his grip. Falafel, by the smell of it—warm spice cutting through the cold air. He nodded when he saw me, mouth full.
“Ah,” he said. “You’re late.”
“I’m early,” I said.
He snorted and took another bite.
He didn’t ask how I was. He didn’t ask what happened. He didn’t ask if I’d seen God.
He complained about his knee.
“It clicks when I walk upstairs,” he said, tapping the side of it with his fingers as if it were misbehaving machinery. “Not painful. Just… annoying. Like it’s loose inside.”
“Getting old,” I said.
“Shut up,” he said, chewing. “Think I need new shoes.”
I sat down next to him.
The wood of the bench was cold and rough through my trousers. I shifted until I found the least splintered section. The smell of damp earth rose up around us, mixed with the fried chickpeas and faint exhaust drifting in from the road. Somewhere nearby, a kid laughed—sharp, sudden, then gone.
My body exhaled without asking permission.
I didn’t tell him about the Solar King. I didn’t hint. I didn’t test him. I didn’t try to read his mind or feel for vibrations or see if the light gathered differently around his head.
I didn’t perform.
I just listened.
He talked about his knee. Then about his landlord. Then about a guy at work who never replaced the printer paper. Mundane grievances, delivered with the same tone you’d use to describe the weather—annoying, unavoidable, not worth a crusade.
As he spoke, something inside me settled.
Not with a surge. Not with heat. Not with that overwhelming, viscous love that had blown my internal wiring apart the night before. This was quieter. Slower. Like sediment dropping out of murky water and collecting at the bottom.
The static in my head began to clear.
Not because of a revelation. Not because of insight. But because of resonance.
Two nervous systems, sitting side by side, doing nothing special.
This was the Anchor.
The alchemists dress it up with Latin—Soror Mystica, sacred counterpart, stabilizing mirror—but stripped of romance, it’s simpler than that. The Anchor is the thing that treats you like a person when your mind is trying to turn you into a symbol.
It doesn’t have to be a lover. It doesn’t have to be a guru. It doesn’t have to be anyone who understands what you’ve seen.
Sometimes it’s just a guy eating a sandwich who doesn’t care if you’re enlightened or broken, as long as you show up.
“You look tired,” Muhammed said, finally glancing at me properly.
“I am,” I said. “Long night.”
“Video games?”
I smiled. A real one this time. Felt it in my face.
“Something like that.”
He nodded, satisfied with the answer. No follow-up. No digging. He took another bite.
And that’s when it landed.
This—this boring, damp, unremarkable moment on a park bench—this was the Multiplication.
Not the vision. Not the light. Not the fire.
The Gold wasn’t for hoarding. It wasn’t meant to sit sealed in some inner vault, admired in private. It was meant to be spent here. On presence. On listening. On the ability to sit still next to another human being without needing to fix them, save them, or escape from them.
The vision was the spark.
But this—this grey sky, this bad knee, this cold air creeping up through the soles of my shoes—this was the fuel.
Without it, the fire goes out. Without it, the Gold turns brittle and useless.
I wasn’t an angel. I wasn’t a prophet. I wasn’t anything special.
I was a man, sitting on a bench, listening to a friend complain about his knee.
And for the first time all day, that felt heavy enough to hold me.
[Alchemical Protocol 6: The Marketplace]
Phase IV: Integration & Maintenance
Objective:
 To sustain the Secret Weight in a high-friction environment.
 To prevent the Lead from re-calcifying under pressure.
 To survive the world without armoring yourself against it.
This phase does not happen in silence or candles.
 It happens in queues, inboxes, fluorescent light, and low blood sugar.
1. The Morning Seal
Do not open the digital window immediately upon waking.
The Alchemy:
 The mind is softest in the first minutes of consciousness. Still unarmored. Still uncoagulated.
 If you pour the world’s chaos into it first—news alerts, emails, outrage—you fracture the vessel before it sets. The Lead rushes back in through the cracks.
Action:
 Before screens, before speech:
 Drink a glass of water. Feel it hit the stomach, cold and real.
 Look at the sky—even if it’s grey, even if it’s raining sideways.
 Locate the Secret Weight low in the belly. Not imagined. Felt.
 Let gravity finish its work before language begins.
2. The Commute Practice (The Witness)
Use transit time as controlled exposure.
The Alchemy:
 Crowds are dense fields of unprocessed emotion—anxiety, resentment, hunger, fear.
 Most people shield against this with noise, distraction, or judgment. Shielding hardens the ego. Hardness turns Gold brittle.
Transparency is stronger than armor.
Action:
 Stand or sit without music. Let the sounds enter.
 Pick one stranger—not the easiest, not the most sympathetic.
 Notice the tension in their body. The posture. The jaw.
 Imagine the weight they are carrying. Not to fix it. Not to absolve it.
 Silently wish them relief. Then let them go.
This keeps the ego from crystallizing into contempt.
3. The Pause (The Breaker Switch)
When conflict arises—email, meeting, raised voice—insert a gap.
The Alchemy:
 Reaction is Lead: dense, automatic, inherited.
 Response is Gold: chosen, precise, minimal.
The nervous system fires faster than thought.
 Your job is not to stop the firing—only to delay the explosion.
Action:
 Three seconds. No more.
 Feel your feet on the floor. The pressure points. The contact.
 Take one breath low into the belly.
 Ask internally, without drama:
 Am I defending the ego, or solving the problem?
Then speak once.
4. The Crash Protocol
When you fail—and you will—do not convert failure into identity.
The Alchemy:
 Anger burns hot but moves.
 Shame is colder. Heavier. It freezes the Work in place.
Falling back into Lead is not betrayal.
 Believing the fall is permanent is.
Action:
 Notice the moment you snap, spiral, or regress.
 Name it without theatrics: I have fallen.
 Do not rehearse the story. Do not justify. Do not punish.
 Stand up—literally, if possible. Change posture. Change state.
The error is not the fall.
 The error is refusing to rise.
5. The Anchor Point
End the day in contact with mass.
The Alchemy:
 After hours of abstraction—screens, concepts, imagined futures—the mind will try to drift or loop.
 The body is the counterweight. The body is the truth serum.
Action:
 Touch something that resists you.
 A tree. The floor. Cold metal. Wet soil.
 Hug a person without narrating the moment.
 Cook a meal from raw ingredients and feel the knife, the heat, the smell.
Remind the nervous system where it lives.
Completion Criteria
The day is not successful when you remain calm.
 The day is not successful when you feel enlightened.
The day is successful when you return to centre one time more than you leave it.
That is the Marketplace.
 That is the Work.
Epilogue
​EPILOGUE: PROJECTION
​[The Multiplication]
In the ancient texts of Alchemy—especially the Summa Perfectionis—there is a step that comes after the Gold is made. It is rarely discussed, because it offers no visions, no ecstasy, no fireworks.
It is called Multiplication.
Once the Stone is complete, the work is not finished. The Stone must be broken. Ground down. Dissolved. Thrown back into the world it came from.
A single grain, they say, if properly fermented and projected, can transmute an infinite amount of base metal into gold. Not because the Stone is precious—but because it is contagious.
The Alchemist who keeps the Stone intact, who locks himself in a tower to admire its glow, fails the final test. He mistakes illumination for completion. He becomes a collector of light, not a conduit for it.
But the Alchemist who pulverizes the Stone—who risks losing it entirely—becomes the Work itself.
I understood this lying in the dark, long after the vibration faded.
The room had returned. The ceiling was solid again. My body could move. The silence was ordinary, almost disappointing. The Solar King was gone.
But something else remained.
A quiet certainty.
I was not chosen.
I was not elevated.
I was not special.
I was used.
Not in the cruel sense—but in the way a wire is used to carry current, or a lens is used to focus light. The current does not belong to the wire. The image does not belong to the glass.
I was never meant to keep the Gold.
The depression.
The drugs.
The long nights of static and self-destruction.
The terror of the Archons.
The paralysis.
The fire.
They were not punishments or detours. They were reagents.
The Universe did not show me the Solar King so I could feel enlightened.
It showed me the King so I could translate Him.
So I could say, plainly and without ornament:
This state exists.
This frequency is real.
This door is not locked.
And you do not need to be pure, holy, sober, disciplined, or worthy to touch it.
You only need to be still enough to receive the signal.
The Stone was not the vision.
The Stone was the ability to describe it.
To grind the experience into language.
To scatter it into pages.
To let it lodge, like yeast, in the minds of others.
If even one sentence resonates—
If one reader feels a strange warmth in the chest, a quiet remembering, a flicker of recognition—
Then the multiplication has begun.
That is the Great Work.
Not ascent.
Not escape.
But transmission.
The Gold does not end with me.
I am only the pipeline.
Here is a closing that honors the mystical frame without tipping into promise or coercion, and that gently grounds the transmission so it feels offered, not imposed:
---
​[The Stone in Your Hand]
You are not reading a memoir.
You are holding a fragment of the Stone.
Not the vision itself—no vision can survive transport intact—but the residue. The warmth left behind after the fire has passed. The echo of a frequency that once rang at 3 AM and rearranged a human life.
Words are not inert. They are symbols for energy—compressed experiences folded into sound and shape. When read with attention, they unfold again inside the reader. Not identically, not predictably, but faithfully.
If something in you stirred while reading—
a pressure in the chest,
a soft heat behind the eyes,
a sudden stillness—
that is not suggestion.
That is recognition.
Look honestly at where you are.
If you are in Nigredo—the heaviness, the dull grey weight of depression—know this: nothing has gone wrong. You are not broken. You are being reduced. The ego must be crushed before it can pass through a narrow opening. Coal is not punished for becoming diamond.
If you are in Albedo—the anxiety, the restlessness, the sense that everything is dissolving—understand that purification is not gentle. Fire does not ask permission before it burns away what cannot come with you.
And if you have tasted moments of Rubedo—clarity, love without object, sudden alignment—do not cling to them. Gold that is hoarded tarnishes. Gold that circulates multiplies.
The King is not hiding.
He is not selective.
He is not offended by doubt.
He stands, always, at the centre of the noise.
Not demanding belief.
Only attention.
This book does not replace your path.
It does not initiate you.
It does not complete anything.
At most, it places something small and warm in your hand.
What you do with it—
whether you keep it, grind it down, or scatter it into the world—
is the only part of the Work that has ever truly been yours.
The door is not locked.
And it never was.
​[The Final Act]
My work is done.
The cycle is complete.
The Ouroboros—the ancient serpent—bites its own tail.
I look back at the boy standing in the rain on the council estate, shivering inside his Lead.
I look back at the teenager setting fires in his veins just to stay warm.
I look back at the man pinned to his bed, staring into the sun.
None of them were mistakes.
None of them were detours.
They were the rungs of the ladder.
And now, I understand what I became.
I am not the King.
I am not the Vision.
I am not even the Stone.
I am the Projection.
Alchemy does not end when lead becomes gold. That is only the private victory. The Work is completed when the gold is given away—when it is ground down, scattered, and allowed to seed other transformations.
This book is that scattering.
Not a doctrine.
Not a command.
Not a promise.
A transmission.
If something in you brightened while reading—if a warmth flickered, if a memory stirred, if a quiet certainty rose where doubt used to live—then the projection worked. Not because of me, but because the material was already there in you.
I will be the first to tell you.
And the last time it needs to be said:
You are not broken.
You are not late.
You are not unchosen.
You are the Stone.
And the moment you realise it,
the Work begins again—
not in me,
but in you.
ALCHEMICAL PROTOCOL 6 – EPILOGUE: INTEGRATION & CONTINUITY
Phase VI: The Mastery of Legacy
Anchor Check
Sit. Feel your body against the chair, the floor, the ground.
Notice your heartbeat. Breath. Temperature. The physical presence of your self in space.
Identify your anchors: people, places, memories, routines that stabilize your nervous system.
Reflection
Journal the key insights from your journey.
Write down what changed in your perception, body, and mind.
Observe patterns of thought and behaviour before and after the phases; note growth and remaining tensions.
Maintenance of Coherence
Daily grounding practices: walking, stretching, mindful breathing.
Reconnect with the natural rhythms: sunlight, air, seasons, sleep.
Monitor mental signals: note triggers, stress points, and residual echoes from earlier phases.
Integration into Daily Life
Apply lessons to decision-making and relationships.
Practice humility: respect the limits of personal power.
Translate internal clarity into external responsibility: words, actions, and presence.
Transmission & Witnessing
Share insights carefully, without coercion.
Observe others’ boundaries; avoid imposing your experience as universal truth.
Act as witness to your own growth and to those who trust you with theirs.
Preparation for Continuation
Accept life as ongoing alchemy: transformation continues subtly, not always violently.
Maintain curiosity without forcing revelation.
Respect the doors you cannot yet open; recognize the keys you have earned.
Closing Ritual
Pause. Breathe. Touch an object that represents your vessel—your hand, a stone, or a journal.
Affirm your survival, your integration, and your readiness to live in the world fully.
Recognize that mastery is not arrival, but sustained presence.
Post Script
POSTSCRIPT: THE WARNING
(SEALED CHAPTER)
STOP.
The technique described in Chapter 6—the Wake Back to Bed—is the Passive Path.
It is safe because it unfolds during sleep. You ask permission, and biology answers with safeguards. The body locks itself. The current is regulated.
What follows is not that path.
There is an Active Path.
Do not read further unless you have completed the Nigredo.
If you have not sat alone with your own darkness—if you have not metabolized your trauma instead of running from it—close this book now.
To proceed without having hardened the spirit is to invite the Earthquake.
---
[The Active Oscillation]
I include this section because I understand human nature.
You have seen the map.
You know the door exists.
And you want to know whether it can be opened without waiting.
The answer is yes.
But fire still burns.
There exists a state I can only call Self‑Induced Oscillation—a deliberate raising of internal frequency while fully awake. It is not imagination. It is not metaphor. It is a measurable shift in perception and sensation.
And it is not forgiving.
---
[The Scientific Frame]
This is not superstition.
It is biophysics.
Within the human brain—particularly near the pineal region—research has identified calcite microstructures. These structures possess piezoelectric properties: when mechanically stressed, they generate an electrical charge.
Quartz watches run on the same principle.
So do radio transmitters.
Sustained, concentrated attention is not abstract. It is pressure.
And pressure produces current.
This does not mean control.
It means potential.
---
[The Sensation]
When oscillation begins, it is unmistakable.
Not a thought.
An ignition.
A magnetic warmth forms behind the eyes—internal, deliberate, alive.
Held too long, it spreads.
Released too fast, it snaps.
The sensation descends through the nervous system like liquid heat, completing a circuit that does not belong to the muscles or the bones, but to the field that holds them together.
At this stage, the body no longer feels solid.
It feels coherent.
And this is where danger begins.
---
[The Short Circuit]
I have already described the Earthquake.
The distortion.
The terror.
That was not darkness attacking me.
That was voltage exceeding capacity.
Running this current through an unprepared system does not awaken wisdom. It fractures stability.
This is why ascetic traditions move slowly.
Why monks spend decades in silence.
Why discipline always precedes illumination.
They are not waiting for permission.
They are thickening the wires.
Without that preparation, forced oscillation can leave scars that do not fade:
persistent anxiety, perceptual distortion, intrusive noise that never fully stops.
Fire clarifies.
But it also cauterizes.
---
[The Balance]
No one sustains this frequency through will alone.
You need equilibrium.
The Mind (Yang): focus, clarity, intention
The Heart (Yin): surrender, softness, safety
Too much will fractures the system.
Too much surrender dissolves it.
The container matters more than the current.
---
[The Edge of the Map]
“So what happens next?” you ask.
“What lies beyond the Gold?”
I don’t know.
And anyone who claims they do is lying.
Once oscillation becomes stable, you leave doctrine behind. There is no ladder after this—only terrain.
Some will create.
Some will heal.
Some will simply become quiet enough that others remember themselves in their presence.
The book ends here because maps end here.
From this point on, there is no recipe.
There is only responsibility.
You are the author now.
And what you project into the world will return amplified.
Anything is possible.
ALCHEMICAL PROTOCOL 7 – POSTSCRIPT: CONTINUED ATTUNEMENT
Phase VII: The Echoes of Completion
Anchor Reinforcement
Revisit your anchors regularly: phone a trusted friend, walk in the park, touch familiar objects.
Allow the nervous system to recalibrate after any residual tremors of past phases.
Subtle Observation
Track subtle shifts in thought, perception, or emotional tone.
Notice when old impulses—impatience, desperation, or craving—surface, and observe without judgment.
Resonance Alignment
Synchronize daily activities with natural rhythms: sunrise, sunset, heartbeat, breathing.
Engage in practices that harmonize heart and mind: meditation, journaling, slow movement.
Maintenance of the Vessel
Protect your mind and body from overload: avoid forced intensity, excess stimulation, and chemical shortcuts.
Reinforce boundaries: know when to step back, rest, and consolidate.
Witnessing the Subtle
Cultivate the capacity to perceive without interference: notice whispers of insight before they become loud epiphanies.
Track the faint signals of guidance, intuition, and synchronicity, responding with grounded awareness.
Integration Ritual
Close each day by reviewing experiences in a calm, reflective state.
Record lessons learned, gratitude, and actions for continued alignment.
Acknowledge that life itself is the alchemical vessel: transformation continues quietly, constantly, beneath the surface.
Glossary of Alchemical Terms & Symbols
Glossary of Alchemical Terms & Symbols
Abomination – A failed alchemical creation, unstable and chaotic; the result of forcing transformation too quickly or without proper preparation.
Albedo – The “whitening” phase of alchemy; purification, clarity, and dissolution of the ego.
Anchor – A grounding presence, person, place, or memory that stabilizes consciousness during intense experiences.
Archons – Inorganic, parasitic intelligences described in Gnostic texts; entities that distort perception and feed on fear and fragmentation.
Chemical Wedding – The union of opposites; the alchemical marriage of Sun (Heart) and Moon (Mind), essential for transformation.
Festina lente – “Make haste slowly”; a warning that transformation must proceed gradually.
Intertwining Noise – Layered, chaotic perception experienced during overstimulated or unbalanced states of consciousness.
Nigredo – The “black” phase; darkness, decay, and the hardening of ego in preparation for transformation.
Rubedo – The “red” phase; completion of the alchemical process, symbolizing Gold, unity, and integration.
Schumann Resonance – The natural electromagnetic frequency of the Earth (≈7.83 Hz); a stabilizing signal for the human nervous system.
Seraphim – Angelic or higher beings representing guidance, illumination, and harmonized perception.
The Vessel – The body, mind, and nervous system as a container for consciousness; its integrity is essential for safe transformation.
Vessel Integrity – The stability and coherence of the mind-body system; disruption can lead to disorientation, chaos, or trauma
Author Note
I am a humble IT engineer with no formal education in metaphysics, philosophy, or alchemy. What you hold in your hands is a collection of stories and experiences from the first three decades of my life—moments of curiosity, chaos, wonder, and discovery.
This book is not a manual. It is not a definitive guide to spirituality or consciousness. It is an invitation to witness one person’s journey, to explore the edges of perception, and to reflect on the ways life can both challenge and teach us.
I hope these stories can offer something practical for the day-to-day, a little guidance or comfort, while also entertaining you. Sometimes the lessons come quietly; sometimes they hit like a lightning strike. Either way, my hope is that by sharing my experiences, you might feel less alone in your own.
I am grateful you are here, reading these pages, and I hope something inside resonates with your own path.
— The Author
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Journey through the hidden alchemy of mind, body, and spirit.
In First Last Alchemist, explore a lifetime of experimentation, revelation, and misadventure. From the crucible of everyday life to the inner fires of perception, this book chronicles thirty years of discovery through stories of curiosity, failure, and the fragile brilliance of insight.
Here, science meets mysticism, the mundane meets the mystical, and the lessons of alchemy are distilled into narratives both entertaining and practical. With humor, honesty, and humility, the author invites you to witness the experiments that shaped a life and, perhaps, illuminate your own path.
Find your Anchor. Watch the flames. Respect the Gold.
“A map of fire and stillness, written in the language of experience.”
Back Cover Design

[image: ]


me9pcw7rk2b8fc4epaonvp.png




qfvvrv0lwhpgyi9l7sexes.png
“First Last Alchenist” i s jouney theough the hidde
* currents nfwnmwmsg@ﬁfma the humanspint.

\l/ ;
] Marczyns iq :,—?(.) I

oA





